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Uncle Cinte Lewis, ex-slave, 
claims to be 111 years old, 

He lived in a briek cabin with 
his wife, Aunt Lucy, on the 
Huntington Plantation, in Bra- 
zeria Co,, Texas, Miss Kate 
Huntington sa-s the cabin oc- 
cupied by the old ceuple is 

pert of the old slave quarters 
built by J. Greenville MeNeel, 
whe owned the plantation before 
Marion Hantington, Miss Kate's 
father, beugnt it. Although 
Unele Cinte claims to be 111, es 
he says he was nemed San Jacinto 
because he was born during the 
"San Jacinte War", which would 
make his age 101, 


"Yes, suh, I's Cinte, That's Lucy over there, she my wife 
and I calls her Red Heifer, ‘cause her papa's name was Juan and he 
was a Mexican, She and me marry right after 'mancipation. We come 
long way and we gein' te die together, 

"They named me San Jacinte 'cause I's born durin' de San 
Jacinte war, but they calls me Cinte. I's bern in Fert Bond County, 
up near hichnend,and my old marster was Marse Dave Randen, and his 
wife, Miss Nancy, was my missus, She was sister to Marse John Mc- 
Neel, what with his brothers ewned all de land hereabouts,. 

"I ‘members once I slips away come dark from de plantation, 
with seme ethers. We is slippin' ‘leng quiet like ani a paddle reller 
Jump owt from behin' a bush and say, pote see vour pass.' We didn’: 
have nene but I has a piece of paper and I gives it te him and he walks 
t© where it am more light, and then we run, right through eld burdock 
bushes with briars stickin' us and everything. Iffen he eotched us 


we she! gits a hidin', 


ie 
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"I fust went te de field when I 'bowt 15 year old, but they 
larned us to work when we was chaps, we would he'p eur nemas in de rows, 
My mamme.'s name Maria Simmons end my pepa, Lewis. They rared me up right. 

“Marse Dave wasn't mean like seme. Sometines de slaves 
run away to de woods snd iffen they don't coteh 'em fust they finally gits 
hongry and comes home, and then they gits a hidin'. Seme niggers jus! 
come from Africa and eld Marse has te watch ‘em clese, ‘cause they is de 
ones what betay runs away to de woods. 

"Wie had better heuses then, good plank houses, end de big 
house was sho' big and nice. ‘Course ther didn't learn us read and write, 
and didn't 'lew no church, but us steal off and have it sometimes, and 
iffen old Marse cetch us he give us a whalin', We didn't have ne funerals 
like now, tney jus! dig e hole and make vou a box, and. throw vou in and 
cover you up. But de white folks fed us good and give us good clethes, 
We wore red russet shoes and good homespun clothes, and we done better'n 
now, 

"Come Christmas time eld marse sometimes give us two-bits 
and lets of extra eats. Iffen it come Monday, we has de week off. But 
we has to watch the eats, ‘cause niggers what toey marsters don't give 
‘em ne Christmas sneak ever and eat it all up. Sometimes we have dances, 
and I'd play de fiddle for white folks and cullud folks both. I'd play, 
"Young Girl, Old Girl','High Heel Shoes,' and 'Calico Steckings. ! 

"When we was freed we was all glad, but I stayed ‘round and 
werked for Marse Dave and he pavs me a little, Finally Lucy and me gits 


married out ef de Book and comes down here to Marse McNeels. They puts us 
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in debt and makes us work so many vears to pay for it. Thev gives us 
our own ground end sometimes we Makes two bales of cotton on it, ‘Course, 
we works for them, too, and they pays us a little and when Christmas comes 
we can buy our own thins. U used to haul Sugar and ‘lasses for Papa 
John up to Brazoria and sometimes to Columbia, 

"Yes, suh, I been here a long time, leng tine. All my owm stuff 
is dead now, I guess. I got grandchillen in galveston; I think, but all 


my own stuff is dead, 


PORE TEE REE 
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HaAGAR LEWIS, tall and erect at 82 aes ale ee 
years of age, lives at 4313 Rosa ape 
St., Hl Faso, Texas. She was born App 
a slave of the Martin family and 7 oe 
was given with her mother and family Po ee 
to Mary Martin, when she married - a we Se 
John M, McFarland, They lived near ( ger ee 
Tyler, Smith Co., Texas. When freed CB ae 
she remgined with the McFarlends 
until she married A, Lewis and moved ape 
‘ to San Antonio, Texas, Widowed early, Goss re 
she raised two sons, One, chief 
electrical engineer with the U.S. 
government, lives in New York City. 
He provides for his aged mother, 


"T was born Jan. 12th, 1855. My first owners was the 

Martins, end when their daughter, Mary, married, I was give to her, 
My mata lived to 112 years old, She had sixteen children, I was 
the baby. . 

"Missus Mary McFarland, my mother's missus and mine, 
taught us children with her own; Learned us how to read and write. 
She treated us just like we were her children. We had very strict 
leaders; my mother and Missus Mary, ‘She'd say, 'Maauy Lize{my mother), 
tyou'll have to come and whop Oscar and Hagar, they's fightint'! Manny 
hize would say, 'No, I won't whop ‘em, ti just punish 'en,' ind 
wed hove to stand with our backs to each other, My missus never did 
mach whoppint, 


Ne Lived in cabins made of f logs and chinked with mud morter, 


We bad beds that had only one leg; they fit in each corner of the walls. 


They was strong, stout. We could jump on 'em and have lots of fun, We 
didnt stay in quarters much, The cabins was near a creek where willows 


_ gtew and we'd make stick horses out of tem. We called it our horse lot. 


‘farm wasa spring that threw water high, end we'd go fishing in 
| wile 
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a vig lake on one corner of the farm, Marster owned half a league, 
maybe more, 

"I wes 12 years old when freed, I can remember the wey 
my warster come home from the war, The oldest son, Oscar, and I was 
out in the yard, and I sew marster first, comin! down the road, and 
I hollered and screamed, '0, Oscer, Marse John's encontat Marse John's 
a-comin! home}! We stayed on with them 'till they all died off but 
OsCar. 

"We never chenged our nome rand after the Civil War. Then 
Marse John sald, 'Manny iis. you gotta choose a name,’ He carried us 
into Tyler to a bureau or sbuschine. Mammy Lize say, ‘I'm going to 
keep the name McFarland. I ain't got no other name,’ 

"My father wes a sleve from another farm. My mother was the 
cook, She cooked it all in the same place for white folks and us. We 
ate the same, when the white folks was finished, They's a big light 
bread Aver in the yard of the big house and in front of the quarters, 
under a big tree. That one baked the pies. The cabins had a big fire~ 
place wider than that piano there, They'd hang meat and sausage and dry 
them in the fireplace, Cut holes in ham and hang them there, Had big 
, hogsheads filled up with flour, corn and wheat, 

"Some pore niggers were half starved. They belonged to other 
people, Missus Mary would call them in to feed 'em, see 'em outside the 
fence pickin’ up scraps. They?d call out at night, ‘Marse John, Marse 
John. They's afraid to come in dertne. Marse John'd say, ‘What's the 


' matter now?! They'd say, 'T'se hongry.' He'd say, 'Come in and git it.' 


8. lots of meat, for we'd hear 'em hollerin' at night when they'd 
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peat the pore niggers for beggin' or stealin', or some crime, 


"Marse John would saddle up 01d Charlie and go see, 


He had a 
big shot gun across his lap. 


We'd hear that ole bull whip just a poppin' 


| 

They'd turn tem loose when Marse John got after ‘en, 
\ 

\ 


He prosecuted some 
marsters for beatint the slaves, 


He knew they was half feedin' ‘em, 


One time he let us go see where they'd drug two niggers to death with 


oxen, For stealin' or somethin', 


I can't say we were treated bad, 'ceuse 
\Itd tell a story. I've always been treated good by whites, but manv of 
ithe niggers was killed, They'd say bad words to the bosses end they'd 
| shoot Ten. 


mans enn 
erties ttre tented an eee ner nena raat nner nar et 


We'd ask Miss Mary why did they kill old Uncle so and so, and 
utes ary would say, 'I don't know, 


‘It's not right to say when you don't 
linow.! I'm glad to see slavery over, 


"When I was turned loose Miss Mary was training me and mister 


to do handwork, kmittin' and such. Mama wouldn't let us dence 


, didn't 
iwant any rough children, 


Miss Mary'd say, when I'd get sleepy, 
y 
" eyes, ain't you sleepy?! 


1 


'Owl 
I'd say, 'No, matam, enything you want us to 


/4o?! I cried to sleep in the big house with Miss Mary and the children, 
f 


‘cause my sister Belle did. Said shets goin' to turn white ‘cause she 


ca with the white folks, and I wanted to turn white, too. 


"Miss Mary'd make our Sunday dresses. My MOREE put colored 


: thread in woven material and they was pretty. We had sieaty of clothes. 
a Miss Mary saw to that. Tey paid my mother for every child she bad that 


weet seer 


| Was big esough to work, and Marse John saw that others did the same. 


, "Sone whites had a dark hole in the ground, a'dungeon, ! thas 


te pat their on in, They'd carry ‘em bread and water 


: Be afraid of the hole, they'd tell me the devil was in 


4 
y i 
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that hole. 
"We set traps for 'possum, coons and squirrels. We used to 

heave dig sport ridin! goats. One neer busted me wide open, Miss Mary's 
brother put me on it, and they punished him good for it. He didn't get 
to play for a longtime. And we had an old buck sheep, He'd keep Oscar 
and I up on the oak patch fence all the time, e 

ie ta watch the doodle bugs build their houses, We'd sing, ‘Moodle, 
Doodle, your house burned down.' Those things would come up out of their 

holes just a-shakin', 

“One gane I remember was, 'Skip frog, Skip frog, Answer your Mother, 
she's callin' vou, you, vou.? We'd stand in a circle and one would be 
skip frog, We'd slop our hands end skip frog would be hoppin’ just like 
frogs do. Oh, I wish I could call them times back again. I'd go back 


- tomorrow, But l!m tryin! to live so I can meet 'em once again. 


SARC RKARERER ES 
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: HENRY LEWIS was born in 1835, 

ae: at Pine Island, in Jefferson 

“ps Co., Texas, He was owned by 
Bob Cade. Henry's voice is 
low and somewhat indistinct 
and it was evidently a strain 
on his vocal chords and also 
on his memory, to tell the story 
of nis life, He lives with one 
of his daughters, in Beaumont, 
who supports him, with the aid 
of his pension, 


"Qld Bob Cade, he my massa, and Annie Cade, she mv missus. Dey 
had a big plantation over in Louisiana and ‘nother in Jefferson County, out 
st Pine Island, I's born a hunnerd and one year ago, on Christmas Day, out 
at Pine Island, If I lives to see next Christmas day 'gain, I'll be a hunerd 
two year old. 

"My mammy she come from Mis'sippi and she name! Judy Lewis. Washington 
Lewis, one de slaves on Massa Bob's Louisiana plantation, he my daddy. I can't 
‘member nobody else ‘cept my greatgramma, Patsy, She's 130 when she die. ‘She 
look awful, but den she my folks. My own dear mammy was 112 year old when she 
die. She have ten chillen and de bigges! portion dem born in slavery time. 

__Dey two sister older'n me, Mandy and Louise. I name! after my daddy brudder, 

Henry Lewis. 

‘My white folks have a plantation in Louisiana, at Caginiv, and stay over 
dere mos! de time. I ‘member when old Mas eqBob used to come to Pine Island to 
stay a month or two, all us li'l chillen ee round him and he used to throw 
out two bitses and big one cent pieces 'mongst us, jis' to see us scrammel for 
dem. When Christmas time come round dey give us Christmas gift and a whole 
week for holiday. 


"I never been no nearer east dan Lake Charles ari dat been lately, s0 


-i- 
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I ain't never see de old plantation. At Pine Island us have de big woods 

place with a hunerd workin' hands, without de underlin's (children). All he 
niggers say Cade de good man, He hire he overseers and say, ‘You can correct dem 
for dey own good and make dem work right, but you ain't better cut dey hide or 
draw no blood.!' He git a-holt some mean overseers but dey don't tarry long. He 


find out dey beatin’ he niggers and den he beat dem and say, 'How dat suit vou?! 


DE ay rn Ee ke Te ee aR ag rte Pete eee ae 


"Qld massa he a big, stocky Irishman with sandy hair and he ain't had 


no beard or mustache, When he grow old he have de gout and he put de long mat- 
tress out on de gallery and lay down on it. He say, 'Come here, my li'l niggers,' 
and den he meke us rub he foots so he kin git to sleep. 

Dey used to have old slavery-day jedge and jury of white folks and 
dey hear de case and 'cide how many lashes to give de darky. Dey put de lash 
on dem, but dey never put no jail on dem. I seed some slaves in chains and I 
heared of one massa what hed de place in de fence with de hole cut out for de 
nigger's neck, Dey hist up de board and de nigger put he head through de hole 
and den dey beat him with a lash with holes bored in it and every hole raise 
de blister, Den he bus! dem blisters with de handsaw and dey put salt and 
pepper in de bucket water and 'noint dem blisters with de mop dip in de water, 
Dey do dat when’ dey in 'ticular bad humor, iffen de nigger ain't chop 'nough 
cotton or corn, Sometime a overseer kilt a nigger, and dey don't do nothin! 


to him 'cept make him pay for de nigger. But our massa good. 


Le ee NE ee ee NT TE eT ST ae Ee ar 


"Old massa ‘low us praise Gawd but lots of massas didn't ‘low dem to git 
on de kmees. Us have church-house and de white folks go in de mornin’ and us 
go after dinner, Us used to sing: 

"tMy knee bones achin', 
My body's rackin' with pain, 


I calls myself de chile of Gawd, 
Heaven am my ain. 


ies 
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"ITf yo. don't 'lieve I's a chile of Gawd, 
Jis' meet me on dat other shore, 
Heaven is my home. 
I calls myself a chile of Gawd, 
I's a long time on my wav, 
But Heaven am my home,! 


"Qld massa have ce house make out hand-sawed planks in slavery time. 
It put together with homemade nails, dem spike, square nails’ dey make deyselfs. 


It heve de long gallery on it. De slaves have 11i'1 log cabin house with mud-cat 


chimney on de side and de furn'ture mostly Georgia hosses for beds and mattress 
make out tow sacks, Dey no floor in dem house, 'cept what Gawd put in dem, 

"When I six or seven year old dey 'cides I's big 'nougzh to start ridin! 
hosses. Dey have ce big cattle ranch and I ride all over dis territory. I's 
too li'l to git on de ere and dey lift me up, and dey have de real saddle for 
me, too. I couldn't git up, but I sho' could stay up when I git dere. I's jis! 
like a hoss-fly. 

"Beaumont was jis! a briarpatch in dem time. Jis' one li'l store and 
one blacksmith shop, and Massa John Herring he own dat. Dat de way I first see 
my wife, ridin' de range. De Cede brand was a lazy RO ( ) dat done register 
‘fore I's born, Us brand from de first of March to de 15th of December. 

"Old aeeee have de big fiald 'vided in trac's and each slave could 
have a part and raise what he want, and old massa buy de crop from de slave. 
He's purty good to he slaves, and us have good clothes, too, wool for winter 

' and cotton for summer, Us have six suit de year, unnerwear and all, Dey a 
trynk like in de cabin for Sunday clothes and de res! hang on a peg, 
"Us have plenty good food to eat, too. Beef and hawgs and bacon and 


Syrup and sugar and flour was plenty. All de possums and rabbits end fish and 
sich was jis' dat much more. He give us de barrel whiskey every year, too. 


ajo 


Pena / " 
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"Dey 'low de li'l chillen lots of playtime and no hard task. Us 
play stick hoss and seven-up marble game with marbles usmeke and de 'well 
game,' De gal or boy sot in de chair and lean way back and 'tend like dey 
in de well. Dey say dey so many feet dow and say, ‘Who you want pull vou 
out?! And de one you want pull vou out, dey sposed to kiss vou, 

"Dey used to be nigger traders what cane through de country with 
de herd of niggers, jis' like cattlemen with de herd of cattle. Dey fix camp 
and de pen on de ridge of town and people what want to buy more slaves go dere, 
Dey have a block and make de slaves git up on dat. Maybe one man say, 'I 
give you, $200.00, and when dey's through de slave sold to de highes! bidder, 


Old massa warn us look out and not let de trader cotch us, ‘cause a trader 


jis' soon steal a nigger and sell him, 


" De patterrollers come round befo! de war to see ifeen de massas 
treat dere slaves good. My wife's gramma say dey come round to her massa's 
place, but befo! dey git dere he take a meat skin and make dem rub it round 
dey mouth and git dey face all greasy so it look like dey have plenty to eat 
and he tell dem day better tell de patterrollers dey gittin' plenty to eat. 
But dere one big nigger and he say, 'Hell, no, he ain't give us 'novgh to 
eat.' Den dat nigger say, 'Please take me with you, 'cause if you don't 


massa gwineter kill me when vou git gone. 


"Old massa he die befo't de war and den he son, John Cade, take over 
de place, and he brudders help. Dey name! Overton and Tavlor and Bob, Junior, 
Us 811 want to git free and talk ‘bout it in de quarters 'mongst ourselfs, but 


we ain't say nothin! where de white folks heared us. 


-4- 
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"When war come on I seed sojers every day. Dey have de camp in 
Liberty and I watches dem. I heared de guns, too, maybe at Sabine Pass, but 
I didn't see no actual fightin'. Dat a long year to wait, de las' year de 
war. Dey sont de papers down on March 5th, I done heared, but dey didn't turn 
us loose den. Dis de last state to turn de slaves free, When dey didn't let 


dem go in March, de Yankee sojers come in June and make dem let us go. Next 


mornin! after de soje s come, de overseer reads de papers out and say we's 
free as he is and we c€én go. Some stay on de old place a long time and some 
zo off. You know dey jis! slaves and wasn't civilize'. Some ain't never git 
civilize! jet. Old massa never give us nothin', but he told us we would stay 
on iffen we want, but I left. 
"J goes down close to Anahuac and builds a 1i'1 log cabin at Monroe 

City, and dat's where dey puttin' in oil wells now, Washington Lewis, dat my 

daddy, he have 129 acres dere. De white folkssavy to sign de paper to let dem 
f put de well on it and dey give us $50.00 end us sign dat paper and dey have de 
land, 
"I marries in slavery time, when I's 'bout 22 year old. My first wife 
name' Rachel an. she live on Double Bayou. She belong to de Mayes place. I see 
her when I ridin' de range for Massa Bob. I tells massa I wants to git marry and 
/ he make me ask Massa Mayes and us have de big weddin', She dress ell in white. 
: . have de nice hat an« suit of black clothes and daddy a shoemaker and make me 
ce good pair of shoes to git marry in. Us stand front Massa Mayes and he read 
| out de Bible. Us had a real big supper and some de white folks give us money. 
"De first money I makes am workin' for de gov'ment in Galveston. after 


x de war de gov'ment hire fcl'-3 to clean up de trash what de fightin' make and | 
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I am hired. Dey lots of wood and stones and brick and trees and sich dem 
big gans knock down, 
"I goes back to ridin' de prairie and rides till I's 94 year old, 
I stops de same year Mr. Joe Hebert dies. When I quits I's out workin', tendin! 
Mr. Langham's chickens and I forgits it Christmes and my birthday till Mr. 
Langham comes ridin' out with my money. Dat's de last work I done and dat in 
1931 and I's 94 year old, like I say, I bet dese iiaersen bunerd niggers ain't 
gwine live dat long. 
"T didn't had no ealiee sy my first wife end she been dead ' bout 
70 vear a My last wife nane! Charlo«te and she been dead 22 year and us 
have 16 chillen. Dey six gals and ten boys and ten am livin’ now. Mos! of 
dem am too old to work now, I stays with Ada, here, and she got a gif', She 
know what kind of herb si good for medicine for difftrent ailments. She born 
with a veil over de face and am wise to dem things. Dey's de fever weed and 
de debil's shoestring, and fleaweed cures neuraley and toothache. Spanish 
mulberry root, dat good for kidneys. When anybody git swolled feets give den 
wild grapevine, Prickly ash bark good for dat, too, Red oak bark good for 
wonen's troubles and pumpkin head for de heart. Camphor and asafoetida in de 


beg round de neck good for de heart, When de chile git convulsion make dem 


| Orink 11"] bdluin', Dat good for growed-up folks, too. It good for burns, too. 
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LUCY LEWIS, wife of Canto Lewis, 
does not know her age, but is 

very aged in appearance, about 

four feet tell and weighs around 

65 or 70 pounds, She was bern on 

the MeNeel plentation at Pleasant 
Greve, land now oceupied by No. 2 
Camp of thé Clemens Prisen farn. 

Her master was Jehnny McNeel, broth- 
er of J. Greenville McNeel, His 
Sister married Dave Randon, Cinto's 
master, Cinto and Lucy's cabin is ~ 
furnished with an enormous four- 
poster bed and some chairs. Pots, 
pans, kettles and jugs hang on the 
walls. The fireplaee has a skillet 
and beanpot in the asves, The old 
people are almost blind, 


"You all white folks jus! set a bit while I eats me a little 


beeakfast. I got me a little flep jack and some clabber here. Den 
eid flies gobble it up for me, don't I git to it fust. Me and Cinto 
‘bout starve, old hard time 'bowt git us. I sure wishes I could find 
some of Marse John Dickinson's folks, I she! go to them. 

"Me and Cinto got nine heed grandchillen down in Galveston, but 
dey don't write or nothin’. Ali our ewn children are dead, Dey was 
Lottie and Leuisa and Alice, Dey was John, teo, but he was so little 
and serawny he die when he a month old. We call him after Marse John, 
woich we all leve se wach, | 

"My mome's name was hkottie Hamilton and she was bern at de 
Cranby Camp for Johnny McNeel. Mv papa was a Mexican and went by name 
of Juan. 

"I don't hardly recollec' when we git married. I hardly turn 
fifteen and dey was fat on dese here old benes den, and I had me a purty 


White ealico dress to git married in, It was lew in de neck with ruf- 
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fles and de sleeves come to my elbow purty like. ‘We she’ had de finest 
kind of a time when Cinto and me gits married, we-all fishes down on de 
bayou 211 dey long. Marse John marry us right out ef de Bible, 

"I were bred and bern in No, 2 Camp over thar, but it called 
MeNeel Plantation at Pleasant Grove in them days. It was Greenville 
MeNeel's brether and his sister, Nancy, marry Dave Randon. “When my 
marster and wife separate, de wife took part de slaves and de marster 
took some others and us and we come down here, 

"T had five brothers and one sister and I jus! ‘member, Cinto's 
step-papoy try cress de ribber on a log in high water and a old alli- 
gator swaller him right up. 

"My marster and his missy were mighty good to us, mighty good. 
We used to wear good clothes -- real purty clothes -~ most as good as 
dat Houston eloth you-all wearin'., and, sho’ 'nough, I hed some purty 
red russet shoes, When we-all real good, Marse John used to give us small 
money to buy with, I spent mos! of mine to buy clothes. ‘Ve used to go 
banetoat and only when I go te church and dances I wore my shoes. 

"We shot hed some good dances in my young days, when I was spry. 
Me used to cut all kind of steps, de cotillion and de waltz and de shotty 
(schettische) and all de rest de dances of dat time. My preacher used to 
whup me did he hear I go to dances, but I was a right smart dancin’ gal. 
~I was little and sprite and all dem yo ng bucks want to dances with me. 

"Cinte didn't know how to do no step, but he eould fiddle. 

Dere wes a ola song which come baek to mé, ‘High heels and Calico Steckin's.! 


‘fare yeu well, Miss Nency Hawkins, 
High heel shoes and calico steckin's.! 
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"I can't sing now from ce time I lost my teeth with de Black 
John fever. When I git dat fever, my missy told me not to drink e mite 
of water 'cepting she told me to. I git so hot I jus! can't stand it 
and done drink a two-pint bucket of water, and my teeth drop right ou:, 

"Missy shot good to me. Dey ‘bout 20 sleves but I stry in de 
house all ce time. Our house have two big rooms and a kitchen and de 
boys and men h>ve rooms apart like little bitty houses on de outside. 
hen we don't have to green up, I gits up 'bout sun-up to make coffee, 
but when we has to green up de house “or company I sits up earlier. 

"Hissy Nancy used to whup me if I done told a lie, but I didn't 
sit whupped often, She used to whup me with e cattle whup made out of 
cowhide. 

"Some of de slaves wore charms round dey necks, little bags of 
asfeddity. Me, I got me three vaccinations -- dat all I need. 

"We used to git lots to eat, greens and suet, fish from de ribber, 
cornmeal and plenty of sugar, even in de war time. Soldiers was around 
here as thick as weeds. ‘Ye had to give 'em a tithe of corn and we makes 
clothes for 'em, and bandaes and light jackets. We made de heavy leaded 
jackets, with lead in de skirts of de coat to hold it down. De lead looked 
like a marble and we cut it in long strips and hammer it down, 

"One of dem Yank gunboats come up de river and shell around here. 
Right here. Den shells come whistlin' through de trees and lop de limbs 
right eff, Dem were sho' seare times. 

"I didn't want to be free, I was too happy with missy. But I 


had to be free, jus' like de others. 
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AMOS LINCOLN, 85, was born a slave 
of Elshay Guidry, whose plantation 
was in the lower delta country of 
Louisiana, about fifty miles south 
of New Orleans, His memories of 
Slave days are somewhat vague. He 
has lived in Beaumont fifty-two 
years, 


? 


~- 


"My vongue's rignt amart think. I's ten year old when they blew 
" that fort. I mean Fort Jackson, Grandpa was cookin'. They wouldn't 
let him fight. The fort was in New Orleans. Thev kilt lots of people. 
They bore holes in the ground and blow it up. A square hole, you know, 
- Machine went in there. A man could crawl in the hole, yes, yes, sno', 
The fort wes long side tne river, Ther sore holes from the river vank, 
They had a white paper, a order for 'em not to come to New Orleans. 
They drag cannon in the hole and shoot up tne fort. 
"Son's freedom cou© my pa and ma was squatters on gov'ment lend, 
It was good land and high lend. My pa had 'bout 100 acres, One night 
souebody come shoot nim. Shoot him in the back. Ma took the chillen 
to Shady Bayou to grandpa. 
My grandpa come from Africy. I never see my other people ‘cause 
day ‘longs to éthee masters, My grandpa die when he 115 year old. 
"Elisha Guidry he my master in slavery. He had lots of slaves, 
He whip my pa lots of times. He was unwillin' to work, He whip my ma, 
; too, One time he cut her with the whip and cut one her big toes right 
off. Me come up on the gallery and wrap it up in a piece of rag. 
Us have a dirt house, Tne chimney made with md. It's a ape 


house. It hot in summer, The beds made with moss and shucks and the 
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vig old ticks made at the big house, Us didn't have no chairs, Jes! 
benches. In the room's a big trough. Us sit 'round toe troussh and eat 
clabber and bread with big, wood spoon. I eat many a meal that way myself. 

"Dea's moral times, A gal's 21 'fore she mary, They didn't go 
wanderin' 'round all hours, They mammies knowed where they was. Folks 
nowadays is wild and weak, The gals dress up core Sunday. All week they 
wear they hair all roll up with cotton they unfold from the cotton voll. 
Sundey come they come the hair out fine. No gresse on it. They want it 
natural curly. 

"Us have good food most time, Steel and log traps fo big game. 

Pit traps in the woods 'bout so long and so deep, and kivered with bresh 
and leaves. That cotch possum and coon and other things what come 'long 
in the night. Us lace willow twigs and strings and put a cross piece on 
top and bottom, and little piece of wood on top edge. The trap ‘bout 
two feet off the ground to cotch tne birds. Doves, blackbirds, any kind 
birds you can eat. Us clean them 1i'l birds good and rub ‘em down in lard. 
After they set awhile us broil 'em with plenty black pepper and salt. Us 
shoot plenty ducks with misket, too. 

"Greens was good, too. Us eat parsley greens and shuglar weed. 


That oig, two foot plant what have red flower on is. Us git lots of 'em 


in Wade's Bayou. Us put li'l bit flour in ashes and make ashcake. Us cook 


pumpkin in ashes, too, 
"after slavery I hoe cotton. Wo money at first, jes! work on 
halves, The trouble that there no equal halves, The white folks pay jes' 


like they wants. Aman couldn't work thet way no time, I hed to come over 
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to Texas 'cause ® man whet want my land say I stoled a barrel from ne house, 


He try arres! my old woman ‘cause sne say sne find the barrel. Now, I never 


have the case in lawsuit and I ‘spect io die that way. But I has to stay 
‘way Irom Mauriceville for three vear ' ause that men say I thiefed he 
barrel. 

"Things was bad after us come to Texas for a time. Thet Lizal 
Scizche, he sho' rough man, Us cropped on the share and ne taxe the crop 
and the money and lef! fast. Us didn't have a mess of nothin' left. 

"TI maneges 0 live by croppin'. I been here 52 year now, ity 
first wife name Massanne Florshann, that the French. My wife what I got 


now name Annie, Masssanne she give me six chillen and Annie four, 
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ANNIE LITTLE, 81, was born a 
Slave of Bill eoaden, in Spring- 
field, Missouri, Her master 
owned a plantation in Mississippi, 
and sent Annie's family there 
while she wes 2 baby. Annie now 
lives in Mart, Texas, 


"I's first a baby in Springfield. Dat in Missouri end deré am where 
I%s birthed in January, 1856. My daddy and mammy was Roward and Annie 
end dey ‘longed to MassaBill Gooden, He have de plantation in Missipp! 
and send us dere while I*s still de li'l baby. Dat am what dey call de 
Delta now, and de cotton so high I clumb up in de trees to reach de top 
of de stalks, and de corn so high a man on he mule only have de top he 
‘hat showin’, . | 

"If us mind massa and missus, dey good to us, but if de hends lazy 
and not work den de overseer whop dem. When dey run ‘way he sot de blood~ 
hounds on dem and dey clumb de tree, I's heared dem hounds bayin' de 
nigger up a tree jes! lots of times, Massa never sold none my family 
and we steys with him till he wife die and he die, too, 

"In de cold days de women spin and weave de cloth on looms, I stands 
by and pick up Soratiitete when dey fall. Us niggers all wore de clothes 
make on de spinnin? wheel, but de white folks wore dresses from de store, 
a have to pay EN and seventy-five cents de yard for calico den. 


"Den de war come. I 'member how massa come home on de furlough and 


¥ — come he on de way, us all git ready for de big cel'bdration, Dey 


@ yearlin' or hawg and all us niggers cook for de big feast, Some- 


fon he stay a week, we jes’ do nothin’ but eat and cook. 
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"Dem de good old days, tut dey didn't lest, for de war am over to sot 
de slaves free and old messa ask if we'll stay or go. My folks jes! stays till 
I's a growed gel and gits married and has a home of my own, Den se obd men 
tell me how de Ym kees atoled him from de fields. Dey some cavalfy sojers 
and dey makehim take care of de hosses. He's "bout twict as old as me, and 
he say he was in de Bull Run Battle. He's capture in one battle and run 'way 
and ‘scape by de holp of a Southern regiment and fin'ly come back to Mississip!, 
He like de war songs like 'Marchin' Through Georgia,' but bes! @& all he like 


dis song: 


"tI ain't gwine study war no more, 
I gwine lay down my burden, 
Dow by de river side, 

Down by de river side, 


"tGwine lay down my sword and shield 
Down by de riverside, 
Down by de riverside, 


"'T ain't gwine study war no more, 
Gwine try on my starry crown, 
Down by de river side, 
Down by de river side, ! 
“Well, he done lay he burden down and quit dis world in 1916, 


"Do I 'member any hant stories? Well, we'd sit round de fire in 


de wintertime and tell ghos! stories till us chillen 'fraid to go to bed at 
night. Iffen I can lect, I*11 tell you one, Dis story am 'bout a old, 
haunted house, a big, old house with two front rooms down and two front rooms 
up and ‘@ hall runnin' fram back to front, In back am de li'l house where Alex, 
ai boy what kept he hoss, stay. 


"Dis big. house face de river. 01d Massa go to war and never come 
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B back no more, Old missy jes! wait and wait, till fin'tly dev all say she am 
: weas in de head, Every day she tel) de niggers to kill de pig, dat massa be 
: home today. Svery day she fix up in de Sunday best and wait for him. It go 
u on like dat for vears and vears, till old miss am gone to be with old massa, 
2 end de niggers ell Left and dere an tes! de old house left, 
“One day long time after freedom Alex come back, and he hair turned 
: white, He go up de river to ce old plentation to tell Old Miss dat 01d Massa 
: gone to he Heavenly Home, and won't be b-ck to de old place, He come up to de 
: old house and de front gate am offen de hinges and de grass high as he head, ma 
| de blinds 211 hangin' sideways and rattle with de wind. Dey ain't no lightnin' 
bug and no crickets on de fireplace, jes! de old house and de wind e-blowin! 
through ¢e window blinds and moanin' through de trees, 

"Old Alex so broke up he jes! sot down on de steps and 'fore he 
Bh rowed it he's asleep. He saw Old Masse and hisself gwine to war -nd Ok Massa 
£ on he white hoss and he new grav uniform whet de women make far him, and de 


iy band am plavin! Dixie. O1d Alex seed hisself ridin’ he 1li'] roan pony by Old 


pain and he hoss lyin! side by side, done gone to where dere ain't no more war. 
fe buries him, and ~-den “e thunder andlightnin’ meke Alex woke up and he look 
min Old Miss' room and dere she am, jes! sittin! in her chair, waitin!’ for O14 
aSBea. ola Alex go t talk with her and she fade 'way, Alex stay in he li'l 21d 
cabin waitin' to tell Old Miss, and every time it come rain and lightnin' she 
allus sot in her chair and go 'way ‘fore he git in her rom, So Ol Alex fin'ly 


Beces to sleep forever, but he never left he place of watchin' for Old Miss. 


Massa's side. Den he drean ao after de battle when he look for 01d Massa and finds 
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"De white folks and niggers what live in dem davs wouldn't live in dat 
big, 21d house, so it am call de 'hanted house by de river.!' It stends all 
‘lone for years and years, till ce new folks from up North come and tore it 
down," (See picture of house at end of story.) 


"J well ‘lect av ofd man savin' how de steamboat come whistlin' up de 


Dis am in de cotton patch jes! ‘yond de hanted house and de steamboat whistle 


| 

| 

| 

| 

| river end all de darkies go to singin’, "Steamboat Comin! Roune de Bend,! 
mean time to go to dinner, Det am de Little Red River up in arkansas, where 


| my old man, Dolpms Little, au birthed, richt near de hanted house. 
"Dolphus end me marries in Missipp' tut come to Texas and lives at Hillsboro 


on dessa John Willoughvy's farm. We has ten chillen and I'm livin! with my 


“Mammy went 'way - she tell ne to stay, 
And take good care of de baby. 
She tell me to stay and sing disaway, 


0, go to sleepy, li'l baby. 


"0, shut you eye and don't vou ery, 
Go to sleepy, li'l baby, 

‘Cause mammy's boun! to come bime-by, 
QO, go to sleepy, li'l baby. 


| 
| baby boy right now, I'll tell you de song I gits all dem chillen to sleep with: 
| 
| 
: 
| 


"Welll stop up de crecksand sew up de seams, 
De booger man never shall cotch vou, 

QO, go to sleep and dream sweet dreans, 

De booger men never shall cotch you, 


"De river ran wide, de river run deep, 

0, bye-o, sweet li'l baby, 

Dat boat rock slow, she'll rock vou to sleep, 
0, bre-o, sweet Li'l baby. 


Chorus 
"0, go to sleepy, sleepy, li'l baby, 
"‘Ceuse when you wake, voulll zit some cake, 
And ride a 1i'] white hossy. 
QO, de li'l butterfly, he stole some pie, 
Go to sleepy, 11/1 baby. 
And flew so high till he put out his eye, 
0, go to sleepy, li'l baby, 
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ABE LIVINGSTON, 83 yeara old, 
was born a slave to Mr. Luke 
Eadnot, Jasper Co., Texas, the 
owner of about 70 slaves, He 
now lives in Beaumont, Texas, 


"I done well in slavery, 'csuse I belonged to 
Massa Luke Hadnot and he hed some bovs end tney and me grew up 
together, When my daddy beat me I'd go up to the big house and 
stay there with tne bovs and we'd git something to est from the 
kitchen. When de white folks has et, we gits what lef'. Massa 
luke done well by his niggers, he done batter'n mos! of ‘em, 
"Us boys, white boys and me, had lots of fun when us 
growin' up. I 'member the games us pley and we'd sing this: 
"IMarly Bright, Marly Bright, 
Three score and ten; 
Kin you git up by candlelight? 
Yes, itfen vour legs 
Are long and limber and light,! 

"Sometimes us boys, not the white ones 'cause they 
couldn'!, would go in the woods and stay all night. We builds camp- 
fires and watches for witches and hants, I seen some but what they 
was I don' know, By the waterhole, one tall white hant used to come 
nearly every night. I couldn! say much how it looked, 'cause I was 
too scart to git close. 

"I was jus! about big enough to handle the mule when the 


war bust out. My daddy was e servant in the army and he helped dig 


the breaatwork round Mansfield for the battle. 
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"News ot the freedom come ‘bout 9 or 10 o'clock on a Tues- 
day morning. Mos' us goes home and stays there till nex! Monday, Then 
Yenkees come and told us we's free. About 80 of tem come and they 
sho! laughed a lot, like they's glad war is through. Seem like they's 
more for eatin' than anything else and dey steal the good hosses, They 
take everything to eat, and 40 big gobblers and they eat the hawgs and 
beeves, too. How them Yankees could est! I never seen nothin! like it. 
"I come to Jefferson County after freedom and got me a job. 
It was snipin' on the railroad, ‘Freedom didn! meen mich to ne, ‘cause 


I didn’ know the difference, I done well anyhow. 
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JOHN LOVE, 76, was born near 
Crockett, Texas, a slave of 
Join Smelley, John tells of 
the days of Reconstruction, 


end life in the river bottoms. 
He now lives in Marlin, Texes. 


"T's born on de Neches River and spends all my eerlies!' life right 

dow in de river bottoms, 'ceuse I done live in de Brazos bottom, too, 
Manuay and papov 'longed to John Smelley and was Rese and John, 

"Tt was wild down in de Neches bottom den, plenty beors and panthers 
end deers and wolves and catamounts, and all Kind birds and wild turkeys, 
Jes! a li'l huntin' most allus fill de pot den devs, De Indians traps 
de wild giaate and trade de hides for supplies, ‘fe was right near to de 
Cherokee and Creek res'vation. I knowed lots of Indians, and sone what 
was Alebama Indians and done come over here, Dev said de white people was 
wrong when dev thinks Alabaua mean ‘here we rest.' It don't mean dat a-tell. 
It mean "people whet gathers wulberries,' You see, dem Alabema Indiosns 
right crazy ‘bout mulberries and h«s a day for a feast when de mulberries 
gits rive, Det where Je tribe sit its name and de town Hemet ees de tribes. 

"Nessa Smelley fit in ’e ilexico War end in de Freedom Wer, but I don't 
know nothin' ‘bout de battles, De bigges' thing I ‘members am when de soldiers 
cone back, 'cause dey finds all dey cattle stoled or duad. De soldiers, both 
Kinds, de 'Federates and Pstcwee done took what dey want. De plantations 
all growed up in weeds and all de vounz sleves gone, and de ones what stayed 
was de oldes' and faithfulles!, 


(Times was herd and no money, end if dere wasn't plenty wild animals 


evervbody done starve. But after ‘while, new folks come in. and has some 


money and things picks up a li'l more'n more, 
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Nie has de sugar cane end makes sorghws, and hng our own mill, Us 
all, memmy end pappy and us chillun, done stay with Massa Suelley long tine 
after freedom, ‘cause we ain't got nowhere to go or nothin', I'd holp in de 
‘lesses mill, and when we grinds dat cane to cook into syrup, dis am de song: 


"tain't no more cane on de Neches, 
Ain't no more cane on de land; 


Oh-—~-~0000 0-~———+00000—----00! 
Done grind it all in 'lasses, 
O Daman an mm 00000~~-~-"00000----= e0! 


"After I's 'bout srowed, I moves to de Brazos bottom and works for a 
stockaun, den I works for de man what driv de first post on se Houston « Texas 
Central right-of-way, I holped build dat railrosd from Houston to Waco, and 
build de fences and lay de cross—tires, Den 1 broke wild hosses for Mr. Curry. 
He zive ue wy groceries and twenty-five cents a day. I was sho! proud of de job. 

"after dis, I carries de mail from Marlin to Eddy, on nossheck, De roads 
went throush de Brezos bottom. Dey was jes' cowtralls, 'stead of roads. Dere 
Was a road through dat bottom so bed de white men wouldn't carry dat mail, so 
dey gives it to me and I ain't got no better senss dan to try it. Dat six miles 
through ce bottom wes all mudholes and when de river git out de banks dat was 
bad, But I helt out for eight years, till de mail sent by train. 

"T knows why dat boll-weevil done come, Dey say he come from Mexico, 
but I think he allus been here. Away back yonder a spider live in de country, 
‘specially in de bottoms, He live on de cotton leaves and stalks, but ne don't 
hurt it. Dese spiders kep' de insects eat up. Dey don't plow deep den, and plants 
cotton in February, so it made 'fore de insects git Dad. 

"Den dey gits to plowin' deep, and it am colder 'cause de trees all cut, 
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and dey plows up all de spiders and de cold kill dem. Dev plants later, and 
dere ain's no spiders left to eat up de boll-weevil. 


"T knows an old boll-weevil song, what us sing in de fields: 


"De bollweevil is a li'l bug, from Mexico, dey sav, 
He come try dis Texas soil, and think he better stay, 
A-lookin' for a home -— jest looxin! for a hone, 


"De farmer took ce bollweevil and put nim in de sand, 
Boll weevil said to fermer, 'I'l]l stend it like 4 men, 
For its jes! my home -- its jes! .« home. 


"First tine IJ seed de weevil, he on de ecstern trein, 


7 


Nex! time I seed dat weevil, he on de Memolis trein, 
A-lookin'! for a home --~jes! lookin! for ahome, 


"Tf anvbody axes vou who writ dis li'l song, 
Its jes! a darx-skin tigger, with old blue duckin's on, 
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LOUIS LOVE, 91, was born in Franklin, 
Louisiana, « slave of Donaltron Cafrey, 
wuom Louis describes as a "leadin' lawyer 
and once United States Senator." At the 
- start of the Civil War, Louis was sent 
to Texas with about 500 other slaves to 
escape the "Yankee invaders." Louis now 
lives in Orange, Texas, and says he spends 
most of nis time sitting on the gallery. 
One hand shakes constantly and his reedy 
voice is tremulous, 


"Well, I guess I's 'bout 91 vear old. I 'member when freedom 
come, I goes up to reg'stration de year I gits free, I walks up to 
old Doc Young and say, 'I come reg'ster for de vote.' He say, 'You 
too young to vote, You ask your missus.'Missus git de big book pout 
six inch thick where sue got all de birtns and deatns on dat place 
since she o¢en missus and she give me a letter sayin' I nineteen year 
old. % kep’ dat letter till not so long ago and our:s it by mistake, 
‘cause I can't read, 

"Dave Love he was my daddy and Tildy Love was my mama, My 
grandmama raise me, though. My massa's neme Donaltron Cafrey and he 
statue stand in de court house squere now, He was 4 leadin' lawyer 
and a United States senator. When Senator Gibson die massa he serve 
out he tem, Young m@ssa name Donaltron Cafrey, junior, and ne keep 
Ge oig bank in New Orleans now, 

"] never was sold to novody. I heared folks say my folks come 
from Kentucky, but my mama born on Massa Cafrey's place. He have de 
big house, fine old house with galleries all ‘round and big lawns. 
It's far back from de road, pushin' clost to a mile, I guess, He have 


seven sugar plantation and after freedom come dey rents it out at 


os 
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$3.00 a acre to raise 'taters in. 

‘Us live in shacks 'bout like dese 'roun: here. Dese times am 
better'n slavery times, 'cause den vou coulsn't go nowheres 'thout de pass 
or de patterrollers git you. Dat mean 25 lashes and more when :rou gits ome. 

"My 1a ssus took us chillen to de Baptis' church end de white preacher 
he preach, De cullud folks could nave church demselves iffen dey have de 
manager of 'ligion to kinder preach. Course he co.ldn't read, he jus! talk 
what ne Gone heared ce white preachers say. 

"I git snip one time. Dat time de overseer give me de breshin!, 

Dey have stocas dey put a man in. Dey put de man leg through ce holes and 
sont it gown. De man jus! lay dere and bawl. | | 

"De clothes us wore was shirts and us didn't git no britcues till us 
big. I's wearin' britches a good many vear 'fore freedom, though, Dey 
give us two suit de year and us have veefnide snoes what us call moc'sins. 

"Dey wesn't no cette people dan my wnite folks. Dey didn't ‘low us 
to be brutalize', but dey didn's 'low us to be sassy, neither. I holp my 
grandma milk de cows, 

‘daen de Yankzes come to New Orleans dey go on 10 Port Hudson and have 
de big fight dere. Massa order everyoody be ready to travel nex! mornin’. 
Dey ‘bout 300 peoples in dat travel wagon and dey camps dat night at Camp 
Fusilier, where de 'federates have de camp. Dey make only five mile dat day. 
Dey stops ons night at Pin Hook, in Vermilionville. My brudder die dere. 

Dey kep' on aat way till deycane to Triniiy River. I stay dere five year. 

"De overseer on de new plantation name Smoot, I wait on de table 
and grandma she cook for Smoot. Dey raise sugar cane and corn and peas 


and sich like. Dey have lots of pork meat. Dey have stock and one time 
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a calf git eat by @ panther, Massa hunt dat panther and shoot him in a tree, 
4One day Smoot tell me to bring all de hands to de house when dey 

blows de norn at noon, ‘when dev gits dere old massa say dey's free as he was. 
If dey stays he say he give 'em half de crop, but didn't one stay. Six @ 
seven what wants go back to de old home massa done give teams to and-.it take 
éem "bout six week comin! ome, I's glad to git dere. I couldn't see free 
meant no better. Missus plantation seem mignty pleasant. 

"I been marry twict. Fust time = gal name Celeste, but she 'fuse 
to come to Texas with me and dat ‘solve de marriage, I marry dis wife, Sarah, 


‘bout a few year ago. Us been marry 'bot 22 year, 
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JOHN MCCOY, ex—-slave, who 
lives in a small shack in . 
the rear of 2510 State St., 
Houston, Texas, claims to 
have been born Jan, 1,1838. 
Although his memory is hazy, 
John is certain that "folks 
had a heap more sense in 
slave times den dey has now," 


"Well, suh, my white folks done larn me to start de cotton row 
right ard point for de stake at de far end of de field, and dat way a 
nigger don't git off de lin= and go dis-a-way and dat-n-way. He start 
right and end right, yes, suh! Dat de way to live ~ you start right 
and go de straight way to de end and -ou comes out all right. 

"I's been here a mighty long time, I sho has, and done forgit a 
heap, 'ceuse my head ain't so good no more, but vhen I first knowed 
myself ‘longs to old ess John McCoy, Old Miss Mary was he wife 
and dey de only white folks what I ever ‘longs to. Dat how come I's 
a McCoy, 'cause all de niggers what old marze have goes by his “nies. 

"iy peppy's name was Hector and mammy's name Ann, and dey dies 
when I's jes! 2 young buck and dat been a long time 'fore freedon. 
Ain't zot no brudders and sisters what I knows "bout. All a slave 
have to go by am what ce white folks tells him "bout his kinfolks, 

"Old Marse John have a big place round Houston and raises cotton 
and corn and hawes and cows, Dere was lots of wilderness den, full 
of varmints and wildcats and bears. Old Marse done larn me 'bdedience 


and not to lie or steal, and he lam me with de whip. Dat all de 
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larnin’ we gits. Does he cotch you with de book or paper, he whip you hand 
down, He don't whip de old folks none, jes! de voung bucks, ‘cause dey wild 
and mean and dat de onlies! way dev larns right from wrong. 

"I tells vou jes' like I tells everyone ~ folks had heap more sense 
in slave times dan dey has now. Long as a nigger do right, old marse pertect 
him, Old Marse feed he niggers good, too, and we has plenty clothes, Course, 
dev homemade on de spinnin! wheel, but dey good, De shoes jes' like pen'tentiary 
shoes, only not fix up so good, Old Marse kill a cow for meat and take de hide 
to de tanner and Uncle Jim make dat hide into shoes, Dey hard and heavy and 
hurt de feets, but dey wear like vou has iron shoes, 

"Qld Marse don't ‘eit heniggers Sunday like some white folks do, Dat de 
dgy we has church meetin’ under trees. De spirit jes’ come down out de sky La 
you forgits all you troubles, 

"Sleve times was és best, 'cause cullud folks am ig'rant and ain't got no- 
sense and in slave times white folks show dem de right way. Now dey is free, dey 
gits uppity and sassy. Some dese young bucks ought to git dere heads whipped. 
dom. Dat larn dem manners. 

"Preedom wasn't no diff'rence I knows of, I works for Marse John jes' de 
same for a long time. He Say one mornin, ‘John, you can go out in defield. iffen 
you wants to, or vou can git out iffen vou wants to, 'cause de gov'ment ‘say you 
is free, If you wants to work I!11 feed you and give you clothes but can't pay 
you no money. I ain't got none.' Humph, I didn't know nothin' what money was, 
nohow, but I knows I'll git plenty victuals to eat so I stays till old marse die 
and old miss git shet af de place, Den I gits me a job farmin' and when I gits 


to6 eld for dat I does dis and dat for white folks, like fixin' yards, 
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"I¥s black and jes' a poor, old nigger, but I rev'rence mv white folks 
‘cause dey rared me up in de right way. If eullud folk: pay 'tention and 
listen to what de white folks tell dem, de world be a heap better off, Us 
oid niggers knows dat's de alii too, '2ause we larns respec' and manners 
from our white folks and on de great day of jedgment my white Folks 4 gwineter 


mest me and shake hands with me and be glad to see me, Yes, suh, dat's de 


truth! 
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NAP MC QUEEN, 80, was born 
in Tennessee, a slave of 

the McQueen family, who later 
brought Nap to fexas. He now 
lives in Beaumont, 


“I's born in Pennessee but dey brings me'way from dere when 
Ife a little chile, what my mammy say is eight year gwine on tha 
My daddy name’ Bill McQueen and ay memay name Neelic, 
"We come from Pennessee in de fall in de wagons and it takes 
us a long time, ‘cause we camps on de way. But we gits dere and 
starts to work on de new place, 
“Massa have three cook women and two was my grandma and my 
manny, De dinin’ room was right by de kitchen and we has plenty 
to eat. He was a gocd massa and I wouldn't knowed it been slavery 
iffen dey hadn't told me so. I was treat 6 good, 
“Dey have a big house to take care de chillen when dey 
mammies workin’ in de fields, and old missus she good to dose chillen, 
She comes in herse'f every day to see dem and sometime play with den. 
“Massa son John was de overseer but de old massa wouldn't "low 
him to whip de slaves, Iffen it got to be done, old massa do it, but 
he never draw blood like on de plantations ‘round us, Some of dem on 
dose plantations say dey ain't wmt Massa McQueen's niggers ‘round de 
place, ‘cause dey's free, dey fed too good and all, and dey afraid it 
make dere slaves unsatizfy. 
"Dey allua stop gorkin’ Saturday afternoons and Sunday and 
gits pass to go fishin’ or buntin’. Sometime dey has preachin’ under 
de arbor, Den at dinner time dey blow de horn and de cullud folks 
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eats at de same time as de white folke, right whore massa kin watch 
tem, and if dey not enough to eat, he say, 'How come? What de matter 
with de vooks?* 
"He live in a twoeatory house builded out of lumber and all 
‘round in de yard was de quarters, Dey make out of logs end mest has 
a little patch de massa ‘lows ‘em, and what dey raise dey om. Ky 
daddy raise cotton each year and he raise sweet ‘taters and benk ‘em. 
"Dey has Georgia hosees in de quarters, Dey was dem bed places 
what de niggers slep' on, Dey bores holes in de wall of de house and 
makes de frame of de bed and puts cotton mattress and quilt on dem. 
De white folks have house make bedsteads, too. De first bought bed 
I see was a plued ‘astonishment to me. It have big posties to hang 
‘skeeter bar over. De chairs wae homemake too, with de white oak splits 
for de bottoms, 
“Massa he didn't go to de war, but he sent he oldest boy, call 
John, He takes my daddy ‘long to feed de stock and like dat. I goes 
to de camp once to see my daddy and stays a good while. Dey fixin' 
to fight de Yankee and dey rest and eat and talk, Dey shoot at de rifle 
ring and dey make dem practise all dey got to know to be good soldier, 
"When freedom come ‘long, massa line us all up by de gallery 
and say, ‘You is you own women and men. You is free. Iffen you wants 
to stay, I gives you land and a team and groceries,’ My daddy stays. 
"I marry long time after freedom and raise! two batch of chillen. 


My firat wife heve eight and sy second wife have nine, 
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"I ‘members de story ‘bout de man what owned de monkey. Dat 
monkey, he watch and try do everything a man do. One time a nigger make 
up he mind scare ‘nother nigger and when night time come, he put a white 
sheet over him and sot out for de place dat nigger pass. De monkey he 
seed dat nigger with de sheet and he grab de nice, white tablecloth and 
throw it over him and he follow de nigger. Dat nigger, he hear something 
behin® him and look ‘round and see somethin!’ white follewin' him and he 
think it a real ghostie, Den he took out and run fitten to kill hissel'f, 
De monkey he took out after dat nigger and when he fall ‘zasted in he 
doorway he find out dat a monkey chasin' hia, and ts want to kill dat 
monkey, but he can't do dd, *cause de monkey da massa's pet. 

"So one day dat nigger shavin' and de monkey watchin’ him, 

He know right den de monkey try de same thing, so when he gits througn 
shavin' he turn de ragor quick in he hand, so de monkey ain't seein! 
him and draw de back of de razor quick ‘:ross he throat. Sho’ 'nough, 
when he gone, de monkey git de bresh and rub de lather all over he face 
and de digger ha watchin' through de crack, When dat monkey through 
shavin' he dr=w de razor quick ‘cross he throat, but he ain't know for 
to turn it, and he cut he own throat and kill hissel'f, Dat what de 
nigger want him to do and he feel satisfy dat de monkey done dead and 


he have he revengence," 
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BILL McRAY was born in Milan, 
rifteen miles north of San 
Augustine, Texas, in 1851, He 
is a brother of C.3. McRay. 
Col. McRay was his owner(the 
name may have been spelled 
McCray, Bill says). Bill now 
lives in Jasper, Texas.He is 
gaid vo ve an expert cook, nav- 
ing cooked for hotels, boats 
and military camps 40 years. 


"T was born in Milam in 1851 and dav makes me 86 year 


ole, My mother and fatner was slaves and dey vrung me to Jasper 
in 1854, Colenel McRay, he was our marster and die! our boss. 

He nave 40 head of niggers, but he never nit one of ‘em a lick 

in his lite, He own a big tarm end have a foreman nemed Bill 
Cummins. I stay with de Colonel till after I's free. 

Us have good marster, but some of de neignbors treat 

dere slaves rough, Ole Dr. Neyland of Jasper, he nave 75 or 80 
slaves and ne was rich and nerd on de slaves. One day two run 
away, Tom and Ike, and Dr, Neyland takes de bloodhoun's and ketch 
dose two niggers and brung tem im. One of de niggers takes a 
club and knock one of de noun's in de head and kilt him. Dey 
cook dat dog and make dem niggers eat part of him, Den dey give 
both of 'em a deatin'. 

"De ole log jail in Jasper, it useter stan' whar de Fish 
Store is now. Dey have a place t'other side de jail whar dey whip 
niggers, De whippin' pos' was a big log. Dey make de niggers lie 
down on it and strap 'em to it. I was a 1il' boy den and me and 
two white boys, Doley McRay and Henry Munn, we useter slip ‘round 
mle 


Ex~slave Stories Page Two 39 
(Texas) 


and watch ‘em, Coley and Henry votn grow up and go to war but neither 
one come back, 

"Sam Swan, he was sneriff,and ne keten two runaway niggers one 
aby Dey was brudders and dey was name Rufe and John Grant. Well, ne 
takes 'em and puts dem in jail and some of de men gits 'em out and takes 
‘em down to de wnippin' pos’ ana den strap ‘em down andgive ‘em one 
terrible lashin' and den throw salT in dere wounds and vou could near 
cem niggers holler for a mile. Den dey took 'em back to de farm to wo'k, 

"Dey hanged good many niggers 'round Jasper, In slavery times dey 
hangs a nigger name Jim Henderson, at Maynew Pond. Us boys wen' dere 
and mark de tree, Two cullud men, Tom Jefferson and Sen Powell, dey kill 
anudder nigger and dey hang dem to de ole white oek tree what is south of 
Jasper Court House, 

"after I's free I cooks for Cap'n Kelly in nis mil'tary camps for 
2l year. Den I cook tor boats what run up and down de Neches and Angelina 
rivers, I wants to say, too, dat I wotks for every sheritf in Jasper 


County ‘ceptin' de las’ one, Guess I's too voung to wo'k for hih! 
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C. Be Mc-RAY was born im 
Jasper, Texas, in 1861, a4 
Slave to John H. McRay, a 
slave trader. Ce B. is 
rether umapproachabdle, and 

has a secretive manner, as 
though he believes the human 
race will bear a little watch- 
ing. He told of only one wife, 
but his present wife explained, 
confidentidly, that he has had = 
six, He lives in Jasper, 


"Ny name is C. B, McRay, better knowdlas 'Co'nstalk, 
‘ceuse I's long and thin, Also knowed as 'Racer, ‘cause I useter 
be fleet on the feet, When I's ten year ole I often caught a 
rabbit what jump ‘fore me, jus‘ by runnin! him down, Don! see 
why my boys can't do the same. 

"I's bo'n in Jasper, on Main street, right where Lanier's 
Store stan's, on the 12th of April, in 1861, My father's name was 
Calvin Bell McRay, de same as mine, and mother's name was Harriet 
McRay. Father was bo'n in Virginny and mother in Sabine County, 
in Texas. My brudders! names was Bill McRay and Robert and Duckin 
Dacus, Father and mother was slaves right here in Jasper, and s0 
was my gran'parents, who was bo'n in Africy. 

"John McRay was us merster, He was call a ‘nigger trader', 
and was sich a easy marster dat other people call he slaves, 'McRay's 
free niggers', He make trips to New Orleans to buy slaves and brung 
tem back and sol’ 'em to de farmers, Miseus was de bestes! white 


womarm to cullud folks dat ever live, 
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"T's too lil' to wotk much but I ‘member lotsa things. Us have 
a big dinin'=-room with a big, long table for de cullud folks and us 
git jus! the same kin' of food dat the white folks have on dere table, 
Iffen a nigger sass marster and he couldn' control him, he was de fus! 
one to be sol' and git rid of. He sol' my uncle dat way. But marster 
was good to us when we done right, 

"The nigger women spinned and weaved cloth. I 'snec! dat's 
the onlies' place in Jasper whar you could go any time of day and see 
a parlor full of nigger women, sittin' up dere fat as dey could be and 
with lil' to do. Marster have no plantation for de men to wo'k but he 
rented lan' for tnem to cult'vate, 

"Marster's niggers all got Sundgy clothes and shoes, Every one 
ot dem have to dress and come to the parlor so he could look dem over 
‘fore dey goes to church, 

"Us have a foreman, name Charlie. It was nis duty to keep de 
place stock' with wood, He take slaves and wo'k de wood patches when 
it needed, but onct marster come home trom New Orleans and toun’ dem 
all surferin' ror want ot fire, He call ole Cnarlie and ask him why 
he not git up plenty wood, 'Well,' ola Charlie say, ‘wood was snort 
and ‘fore I could git more dis col! spell come and it too awful col! 
to git wood.' Marster say, 'You keep plenty wood or I gwinter sell 
you to a mean marster.' Charlie git better for a while, then he let 
wood git low again. So he was sol' to Ballard Adams, who had the name 
of bein’ hard on his slaves, Charlie couldn’ do enough wo'k to suit 


Marster Adams, go he put him in what's kmowed as the ‘Louisiana shirt.’ 
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Dat was a barrel with a hole cut in the bottom jus! big enough for 
Charlie to slip he head through. Dey pull dis on to nim every mornin! 
and then he couldn! sit down or use ne arms, coul' jus! walk 'roun! 
all day, de brunt of other slaves jokes. At night dey took it off 
end chaim him to he bed. After he have wo'n dis Louisiana shirt a 
month de marster task he again. He fail and run otf to the woods, 
So Marster Adams, he come to Marster McRay and want to sell Charlie 
back again, but he couldn', *cause freedom jus! come and they couldn't 
sell slaves no more, but Marster McRay say Charlie coul' come back 
and stay on he place if he wanted to, 
"Dey didm' try to teach us readin! and writin} but Miss 
Mery read de Bible to us every Sunday. Iffen us git sick dey git ok 
pr, Haynes or Dr. Perkins. 
"When us chillun, we plays 'Town Ball' and marples. Motner's 

fav'rite lullaby was Bye-o Baby Buntin', 

NT never seed any sojers till after de War close, cen I seed 
dem camp om Court House Square right here in Jasper, When freedom 
was 'clared, Miss Mary call us niggers into tne parlor and den Marster 
Mckay come and tol’ us we's free, He ‘vise 'em to wo'k ‘round Jasper, 
whar they knows people, and says irfen any wan's to stay witn nim to 
please rise up, Every person riz up, So dey all stay witn him tor a 
time, after 'wnile he ‘gin to rent and cult'vate differen’ plantation, 
and dere treatment not so good, so dey 'gin to be dissatisy and pull 


loose, 
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Ran JULIA MALONE, 79, was born a slave 
a of Judge Ellison, who owned a thous- 
Roe and acre plantation near Lockhart, 
ge Texas, Julia's mother was killed by 
bad another slave. Julia stayed with the 
Ellison family several years after 
she was freed. She lives at 305 
Percy St., Fort Worth, Texas. 


“Jedge Ellison owned "bout a tousand acres land near Lockhart, 
a few miles up de Clear Fork river, Right dere I is borned, and it were 
a big place and so many goin’ and camin' it look like de beehive. De 
buildin's and sheds leok like de 1i'l tom. 

"I tmember bein’ left in de marsery whilst my mamny work in de fields. 
One night she go to de river for to wash clothes. She hag to wash after dark 
and so she am washin' and a nigger slave sneac up on her and hit her on de 
neck, and it am de death of her. So de woman what mamy allus live with takes 
care of me den and when freedom 2sme she moves to tom, but massa won't let 
her took me, I stays on with him and rune errands, while I is not fannin' 
de new baby. Dey has six while I'm dere, I fans dem till I drepa asleep, 
and dat call for de whippin'. 

"Ny foster mammy comes out and esks massa to let her have me, but 
he won't do dat. But she puts one over on him fin'ly and gits me anyway. 
He am gone and missus am gone and I has to stay home alone with de last 
baby, and a man end er, what was slaves on de place ‘fore surrender, 
comes by in a wegon and tells me to jump in. Dey takes me to my foster 


mammy and she moves and won't ‘low me outside, so massa can't ever find me, 
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“She 'splains lots of things to me, I done see de women stick dere 
heads in de washpot and talk out loud, while ue in slavery. She tells me 
day prayin' for de Lawd to take dem out from bondage. Dey think it right 
to pray out loud so de Lawd can hear but dey mustn't let de massa hear dem, 

"I asks her "bout my father and she says him on de place but die ‘fore 
I*s bdorned. He was make de husband to lotw of women on de place, ‘cause he 
de big man. 

"She am good to me and care for me till I meets de boy I likes. Us 
lives together for fifteen years and den him dies. My chillen is all dead, 
He name am William Emerson and I waits nine years ‘fore I marries ‘gain. 
Den I marries Albert Malone and I's lucky ‘gain. He's de good man, One day 
he am fixin' de sills under de house and de whole house moves over and falls 
on him, I feels 80 gréevous over dat I never marries ‘gain. Dat thirty-four 
year ago, and I lives alone all de time. It ain't ‘cause I doesn't have de 
chance, 'cause lots of bucks wants me, ‘cause I's de hard worker, 

"] washes for de livin' end washes old massa's daughter's clothes. 
Massa am de powerful man durin' slavery and have de money and fine clothes 
and drives de fine teams and acts like de cock of de walk, All dat changes 
after freedom, I seed him layin' in de sun like de dog, I offers to wash be 
-elothes and he jus* grunt. He done turned stone deaf, and de white folks say 
it ‘cause he done treat he slaves so bad, 

"J done live here in Fort Worth ‘bout fifteen years with my daughter, 
Beulah Watkins. I's mighty happy here, and has de $10,00 pension and thanke 


de Lawd for dat, 
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ADELINE MARSHALL, 3514 
Bastrop St., Houston, Texas, was 
born a slave somewhere in South 
Carolina. She was bought by Capt. 
Brevard and brought to Texas while 
still a baby, so she remembers 
nothing about her family and has 
no record of her age. Adeline is 
evidently very old. 


"Yes, suh, Adeline Marshall am my name, all right, but folks 
‘round here jes? calls me 'Grandma. ' 
"Lawd have mercy, I*s been in dis here land too long, too lon.:, 
and jes' ain't no ‘count no more for nothin'. I got mis'ries in my 
bones and jes! look at what I's got on my feet! Dem's jes' rags, dat's 
all, rags. Can't wear nothin’ elae on ‘em, dey hurts so. Dat's what de 
red russet shoes what we wears in slave times done --jes' pizen de feets. 
“Lawd, Lawd, dat sho! bad times - black folks jes! raise up like 
cattle in de stable, only Cap'n Brevard, he what own me, treats he hosses 
and cattle better'n he do he niggers. 
"Don't know nothin' "bout myself, ‘cept on Cap'n Brevard's place 
down on Oyster Creek. He has de plantation dere, what de only place I 
knows till Its freedomed. He says I's a South Car'lina nigger what he 
bought back dere and brung to Texas ae I jes' a baby. I reckon it de 
truth, 'cause I ain't never kmowed no mama or papa, neither one, 
"Cap'n he a bad man, and he drivers hard, too, all de time whippin' 
, and stroppin' de niggers to make dem work harder, Didn't make no difference 
to Cap'n how little vou is, vou goes out to de field mos! soon's you can 
walk, De drivers don't use de bullwhip on de little niggers, but dey plays 


de switch on us what sting de hide plenty. Sometimes dey puts a nigger: in 


 @e stocks and leaves dem two or three days, don't give dem nothin’ to eat 
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or a drink of water, jes' leaves dem till dey mos’ dead. Does dey die, jes! 
put dem in a box and dig’a hole out back of de hoss lot and dump dem in and 
cover up. Ain't no preachin' service or nothin’, but de poor nigger out he 
mis'ry, dat's all, 

"Old Cap'n jes' hard on he niggers ol I ‘member one time dey strops 
old Beans what's so old he can't work good no more, and in de mornin! dey 
finds him hangin' from a tree back of de quarters. He done hang himself to 
‘scape he mis'ry! 

"We works every day ‘cept Sunday and has to do our washin' den. Does 
anybody git sick week days, he has to work Sunday tomake it up. When we 
comes in at night we has to go right to bed, Dey don't ‘low no light in 
de quarters and you better be in bed if vou don't want a whippin'. 

"We gits ea plain cotton slip with a string 'round de neck, de stuff 
dey makes pickin' sacks of. Symmer or winter, dat all we gits to wear. 

"Old Cap'n have a big house but I jes' see it from de quarters, ‘cause 
we wasn't ‘lowed to go up in de yard. I hear say he don't have no wife, but 
a black woman what stays at de house, Dat de reason so many 'No Nation! 
niggers ‘round. Some calls dem ‘Bright’ niggers, but I calls dem 'No Nation! 
‘cause dat what dey is, ain't all black or all white, but mix, Dat come from 
slave times, 

. "I lmows I's good size when Old Cap'n calls us in and say we's free, 
but nobody tell me how old I is and I never found out. I kmows some of us 


stays and works for soncthin' to eat, ‘cause we didn't know no one and didn't 
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| "Den one day, Cap'n come out in de field with 'nother man and pick me 
and four more what's workin’ and say we's good workers, Dat was Mr. Jack Adams, 
what have a place clost te Stafford's Fun. He say if we wants to work on his 
place he feed us and give quarters and pay us for workin!, and dat how come I 
leaves old Cap'n, and I ain't never see him or dat place where I's raise sence, 
but I reckon he so mean de debbil done got him in torment long time ago. 

"T works in de field for Mr. Jack and dat where Wes Marshall, what I 
marries, works, too. After we gits married we gits a piece of ground and stays on 
de seme place till Mr. Jack die and we come to Houston. Dat ‘fore de 1900 storm. 

"I tells folks when dat storm comin', I ain't ‘lieve in no witch doin's, 
but some way I knows when dat storm comin'. Dey laughs at dis old nigger, but it 
come and dey loses hosses and cattle and chickens and houses. 

"I tells de truth jes' like it am, and I's had a hard time in de land. 
Why, in dis sinful town, dey don't do like de Good Book say. No, suh, dey don't. 
It say, ‘Love they neighbor,’ and folks don't love nobody but theyselves! 

"Jes' look at me} Itz old with mis'try and ‘lone in de world. My husband 
and.chillen done die long ago and leave me here, and I jes* go from house to 
house, tryin' to find a place to stay. Dat why I prays Gawd to take me to his 


bosom, ‘cause He de onlies' one I got to call on. 
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Isaac Wehw | Veth, Tex, 


Quite black, with close-cut hair 
and stubby gray whiskers, ISAAC 
MARTIN is contentedly spending the 
evening of his life. But two or 
three darkened teeth show between 
his thick lips as he talks. He . 
was enjoying the friendly shade of 
the old tree in his backyard from 
his comfortable seat in an old 
rocker. His feet were bare and 
his once striped trousers were 
rolled up above his knees to keep 
him cool in the hot midsummer wea- 
ther. Beside the chair was a pair 
of brogan shoes with gaping splits 
across the toes to avoid cramping 
his feet. He told the story of by- 
gone days with evident enjoyment. 


"Dis ol! man jea' layin! ‘roun'. Ain't nuttin' to him 
no wo'. I done wo! out. I jes! waitin' for de Good Mar- 
ster to call pot ol! Isaac home to Glory." 

then dey read de proclamation to my mammy and daddy 
dey mek 'em give eb'rybody' age in de fam'ly. I was twelve 
year' ol! den." 

"T was bo'n up here in Montgomery county ‘bout t'ree 
mile from Willis upon de I&GN Railroad. I holp to buil! 
dat I&GN Railroad." 

"Ol! Major Wood he my daddy' marster, and ‘course he 


mine too. He was well fixed. He had ‘bout seb'nty or eighty 


Dibble, Fred, P.W., Grey, Bernice, V.W., 
Beaumont, Jefferson, Dist. #3. 


wukkin' slaves and I dunno how many li'l niggers. I didn' 
know nuttin! "bout o1' Missus, Mrs. Wood. I jis! 'member 
she a big fat woman. Dey didn! ‘low no li'l nigger chil- 
lun up in de yard 'roun' de big house 'cep'n!' to clean up 
de yard, and dem what done dat, dey hatter be jis' like 
dat yard, clean as peckerwoods." 

"Ol' marster he warn't mean. He nebber whip' ‘em 
jis' so iffen anybody say de slave orter be whip. Dey 
hefter see him and tell him what dey done befo! he give 
de order to de overseer to whip. Iffen he don! t'ink dey 
orter be whip, he say don' whip 'em and dey don! git whip." 

"I had to mind de cows and de sheep. I had a mule 
to ride 'roun' on. It was dis way, I hafter mind de cows. 
Ol! marster he plant dif'trent fiel's in co'n, fifty or 
sixty or a hundred acres. When dey harvestin' de co'n, 
when dey git one fiel' done dey tu'n de cows in so dey 
kin est on de stalks and nubbins what lef' in dat fiel'. 
I got to ride 'roun' and see de cows don' bus! over from 
one fiel' what dey done harves' into de other fiel' where 
dey wukkin', or what ain't been harves’ yet. I jis' like 
dat, ridin' dat mule 'roun' de fiel' and keepin' de cows 
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"Den dere was five or six of us boys to keep de 
dogs out de sheep. You know iffen de dogs git in de 
sheep dey ap' to kill 'em." 

"Us go huntin' wid de dogs lots of time, and lots 
of time us ketch rabbits. Dey was six dogs, one de rab- 
bits we kotch was so much vittles for us. I ‘member one 
night us went out huntin' and ketch fo' or five rabbits. 

Us tek 'em home and clean and dress ‘em, and pe ‘em in 
de pot to have big rabbit supper. I was puttin' some red 
pepper in de pot to season ‘en, and den I rub my eyes wid 
my han! and git dat pepper in my eyes and it sho' burn. 
You know how red pepper burn when it git in your eyes, I 
nebber will forgit 'bout dat red pepper. De o1' folks 
uster show us how to fix de t'ings we ketch huntin', and 
cook 'em." 

"Olt marster sho’ t'ought mo' of his li'l nigger chil- 
len. He uster ride in de quarters ‘cause he like to see 
‘em come runnin'. De cook, she was a ol' woman name! Forney, 
and she had to see atter feedin' de chillen. She had a 
way of callin' 'em up. She holler, 'Tee, tee, t-e-e; and 
all us li'l niggers jis' come runmin'. O1' marster he ride 


up and say, 'Forney, call up dem 11i'l pickaninnies,* and 


o1' Forney she 1if' up her voice and holler, 'Tee, t-e-e, 
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tee-e,' and ol' marster jis' set up on de hoss and laugh 
and laugh a lot to see us come runnin' up. He like to 
count how many 1i*1 niggers he did have. Dat was fun for 
us too. I 'member dat jes' like yestiddy.” 

"Nuttin' went hard wid me. Fur's I know ‘bout slav'ry 
dem was good times." 

"Dey had 'bout t'ree or fo' hundred of sheep. My 
father hafter kill a mutton eb'ry Friday for de house. Dey 
bring up de sheep and somebody hol' de head ‘cross a block 
and my father cut de head off wid a hatchet. Sheeps is 
de pitifullest t'ings to kill. Dey jis' give up. And dey 
cries, too. But a goat, he don' give up, naw suh, he talk’! 
back to you to de las'." 

"IT 'member one time dey gwine to give a school feas', 
and dey gwine kill a goat. Dey hang dat goat up to a tree 
by he hind legs so de blood dreen good. Dey cut he t'roat, 
dat's de way dey gwine kill ‘im. Dat goat seem like hs 
kep' on talkin' and sayin' 'Please, God, don! kill me! to 
de las', but dat ain't done no good. Dat goat jis' beg to 
de las'." 

"My ol! marster he live in a big house. Oh, it was a 


palace. It had eight or nine rooms. It was buil' outer 
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logs, and moss and clay was stuff! twixt de logs. Dere 
was boards on de outside and it was all ceil' nice on de 
inside. He lived in a mansion." 

"Dey was plenty rich. O1' marster he had a ol! wait- 
in' man all dress up nice and clean. Now if you wanter 
talk to o1l' marster you hafter call for dat ol! waitin! 
man. He come and you tell him what you want and den he 
go and tell ol1' marster and den he say, ‘Bring him in,' and 
den you go in and see de ol' marster and talk your busi- 
ness, but you had to be nice and hol' your hat under your 
arn." 

"Dey's big rich people. Sometime' dey have parties 
what las' a week. Dey was havin' dere fun in dere way. 
Dey come in kerridges and hacks." 

"Ny father was de hostler and he hafter keep de hosses 
and see 'bout feedin' "em. Dey had a sep'rate li'l house 
for de saddles. O1' marster he kep' gocd hosses. He 
warn't mean." 

"He had a great big pasture and lots of times people 
go camp in it. You see it was disaway, de Yenkees dey got 
rushin' de American people, dat de Confed'rates, dey kep' 


comin' furder and furder wes', 'till dey come to Texas and 
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den dey can't go much furder. De Yanees kep' crowdin' 
tem and dey kep' on comin'. When dey camp in ol! mar- 
ster' pasture, he give ‘em co'n. I see 'em dribe a whole 
wagon load of co'n and dump it on de groun! for dey hos- 
ges. De Yankees nebber come 'till de war clese, Den dey 
ceme all through dat country. Dat was destruction, it 
geem to me like. Dey take what dey want." 

When freedom come and de proclamation was read and 
de ol' marster tol' ‘em dey was free and didn' have no ol! 
marster no mo' some of de slaves cried. He tell ‘em, 'I 
don't want none of you to leave.’ ‘I'll give you $8.00 a 
mont'.' All de ol' folks stay and help gadder dat crop. 
It sho! griebe ol! marster and he didn' live long atter 
dey tek his slaves ‘way from him. Well, it jis' kill' hin, 
dat's all. I ‘members de Yankees on dat day dey sot to 
read de proclamation. Dey was gwine 'roun' in dey blue 
uniform’ and a big long sword hangin' at dey side. Dat was 
cur'esity to dem niggers." 

When ol! marster want to go out, he call he 1i'l nig- 
ger serbent to go tell my father what was de hostler, to 
saddle up de hess and bring him 'roun'. Den o1 marster 


git on him. He had t'ree steps, so he could jis' go up 
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dem steps and den his foot be right at de stirrup. My 
daddy hol' de stirrup for him to put he other foot in tt," 

"Ty was big 'nuff to run after him and ax him to gimne 
a dime. He euek and sometime he gimme de dime. Sometime 
he pitch it to me and I run and grab it up and say, 'T'ankee, 
marster,' and he laugh and laugh.” 

"Ol! mistus she had a reg’lar cook. Dat was my mud- 
der's mudder. Eb'ryt'ing had to be jis' so, and eb'ry- 
tting nice and clean." 

"Dey didn' do no reg'lar wuk on Sunday. Eb'ry Sunday 
one of de ather wimmins nafter tek de place of de cook so 
she could git off. All of ‘em what could would git off 
and go to de chu'ch for de preachin'. Dem what turn didn! 
come one Sunday, would go anudder 'till dey all got ‘roun' 
to go." | 

"WMarster had two or t'ree hundred head of cattle. My 
gran'father, Guilford, hea a muls and hoss of he own. Uncle 
Hank was his brudder, and he had de sheep department to 
leok atter. Sometime de niggers git a hoss or a sheep over, 
den de marater buy ‘im. Some ef de niggers had a 11i'1 
patch 'roun! dey cabin! end dey raise veg'table. O1' mar- 


ster he buy de veg'table sometime. I didn' know what free- 
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dom was. I didn' knew wedder I needed it or not. Seem 
to me like it was better den dan now, ‘cause I gotter 
look eut for myself now." 

"Us uster be on de watch-out for ol' marster. De 
fus' one see him comin' lit out and open de gate for him 
to ride froo and ol' marster tess him a nickle." 

when it was time to eat, de o1' cook she holler out, 
'Tee-6, t-e-e, t-e-e-e' and all us li'l niggers come run- 
nin'. She have a big tray and each of us have a wessel 
and a spoon. She fill! us wessel and us go eat sna Gan 
us go back for mo'. Us git all us want. Dey give us 
supper befo' de han's ceme in from de fiel' and what wid 
playin' 'reun' all day and eatin' all us could hol! in 
de afternoon, twarn't long befo' us li'l niggers ready to 
go te sleep." 

"One tting, el' marster didn' want his niggers te run 
about. Semetime dey want te ce over to anudder plantation 
en Sunday. Den he give tem a pass iffen he willin' fer 
‘em to go. Dey had patterrellers to ride from plantation 
te see iffen dey was any strange niggers dere." 

when dey wanter marry, de man he repe't te ol' mar- 
ster. He want his niggers to marry on his ewn plantation. 


He give 'en a nice li'l supper and a big dance. Dey had 
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some sort of license but o1' marster tek care of dat. 
He had two sons whet had farms and slaves of dere own. 
Ol! marster didn' care if his slaves marry on his sons! 
farms. If hey oe de slaves do mean, he mek 'em work on 
Sunday. He didn! b'leeb in beatin’ 'em." ; 

| "Se many ef ‘em as could, usually go te de white folks 
chu'ch on Sunday and hear de white preacher. Dey sit off 
to deyse'fs in de back of de chu'ch. Dem what stay at 
heme have a cullud preacher. Dey try to raise 'em up 
social." 

"Dey had a ol! woman to leok after de babies when 
dey mammies was out in de fiel'. Dey have a time sot for 
de mammies te come in and nuss de babies. De o1' woman 
she had helpers. Dey had a big house and cradle!’ for dem 
babies where de nuss tek care of 'em." 

"When anybedy die dey have a fun'rel. All de han's 
knock off work te 'tend de fun'rel. Dey bury de dead in 
a ho'made coffin." . 

"ZT nebber pay ne 'tenshun te talk 'bout ghos'es. I 
nebber b'leeb in 'em. But one time cemin' from chu'ch my 
unolé' wife say, ‘Ike, you eber see a ghos'? Want te see 


see eone?, and I tell her'I den't give a cent, yes I want 
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toe see one.' She say, 'I show you a man dress'. all iy 

white what ain't got no head, and you gwine feel a warm 
breeze.' After a while down de hill by de graveyard she 
say, 'Dere he go.' I look' but I neber see nuttin’, but 
I feel de warm breeze." 

"I uster go to see a gal and I uster hafter pass 
right by a ol' graveyard. It was all wall! up wid brick 
but one place dey had steps up ever de wall so when dey 
hafter bury a body two men kin walk up dem steps side by 
Side, and dat de way dey tek de corpse ever. Well, when 
I git to dem steps I hear sump'n!. Den I stop and I ain't 
hear nuttin', When I start walkin' ag'in I hear de noise 
ag'in. I leok 'roun' and den I see sump'n! white come up 
right dere where de steps go over de wall. I had a stick 
in my han' and nex! time it come up I mek a rush at it 
and hit it. It was jis' a great big o1' billy goat what 
got inside de wall and was tryin' to git eut. He get eut 
jis' when I hit him and he lit out free de woods. Dat's 
de only ghes' I eber see and I's glad dat warn't ne ghes'." 

"O1! marster he had twenty head ef cews. Dey give 
plenty milk. Dey uster git a cedar tub big as dat dere 
ene full of milk. De milkers dey pack it en acy head te 
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de house. Us cow-pen boys had toe go drive up de caffs. 
Cow~-pen boys? Cow-pen boys, dem de boys what keep away 
de caffs when dey do de milkin'. Co'se, lets of times 
when dey free milkin' us jump en 'em and ride ‘em. When- 
eber dey ketch us doin' dat dey sho' wear us és. Dat 
warn't -yestiddy. " 

"Fur ‘as I's cemcern we had a plum good time in sla- 
viry. Many a year my grampa raise a bale of cotten and 
marster buy it. Dat wag encouragin'! us to be smart." 

"My daddy name!’ Edmond Wood and my ma name' Maria. 

I had a brudder and a sister; dey name’ Cass and Ann. I 
been a farmer all my life. I kep' en farmin' 'till de 
boll weevil hit dese parts and den I quit de farm and 
went to public werk. I work in de woods and cut legs. 
I buy dis heuse. I been here 'roun' Veth ‘bout twenty- 
five year'." 

"I been marry twict. De fus! time I marry--I git so 
stinkin' el' I can't ‘member when 1t were, but it been a 
leng ways back. My fus' wife, Mary Jehnson. She die' end 
den I marry dis yere weman I got yere now. Her name been 
Rheda McGewan when I marry her but she been nanny befo'. 


Befe ef us el', ain't fit fer nuttin'. Us git pension! 
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and dat what us live on now, ‘cause I toe o1' te do any 
work no mo!," 
| "Me and my fus' wife we had ten chillun. Dey's all 

dead but fo! and I ain't sho! dey's all livin'. Las' I 
heerd of 'em one was in Houston, and one in Chicago, and 
ene in Kansas City, and one live here. I see him dis 
mawnin',” 

"I heerd tell of de Klu Klux but I ain't neber seed 
‘em. I neber did go to school needer.” 

"I's a member of de C.M.E. Meth'dis' Chu'ch. When 
I uster could git about I uster be a steward in de chu'ch. 
Den I was de treasurer of de chu'ch here at Voth for some 
seben year'. I uster b'long to de U.B.F. Lodge, too." 

"Back in slav'ry dey allus had a o1' darky to train 
de yeung ones and teach 'em right frem wrong. And dey'd 
whip you for dein' wrong. Dey'd repe't to de overseer. 
Some ef 'em was mean and repe't somebody dey ain't like 
jis! te git 'em in trouble. De overseer he had to 'vesti- 
gate 'bout it and if it was se, somebody git a whippin'. 
Sometimes. seme folks repo't sump'n'! when it warn't true." 


"Ol' marster he was plum ind'pendant. His planta- 


tien was eff frem de town. He uster had his mail brung 
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te him. Fur'ts I kin 'member I didn' had to leok eut for 
nuttin'. Dey had a time te call all de slaves up and 
give 'em hats, and anudder time dey give ‘em shoes, and 
anudder time dey give 'em clo's. Dey see dat eb'rybody 
was fit. O1' marster allus give 'em all some kinder 
present at Crismus. I dunne what all he give de ol' folks 
but he give de chillun candy and de like." 

"T was allus tickle' to see ol' marster come 'reun'-- 
Oh, good gracious, yes. And it allus tickle! him to come 
'roun! and see all his li'l niggers." 

"One time Cap'n Fisher was 'seciated wid o1' marster, 
and him and anudder man come ‘leng wid o1' marster up de 
read what run free de quarters. Dey wanter see de li'l 
niggers. O1' marster call ‘em up and frew out a han'ful 
ef dimes. It she! tickle’ 'em te see de li'l niggers 
scramble for dem dimes, and us leok' for dimes ‘roun' dat 
Place for a-week. Dat was enjoyment to de white folks 
dem days." 

"Merster was geed to his niggers and none of ‘em eber 
run away. My mudder she raise ol' mistus' baby chile. She 


uster suckle him jis' like he her own baby and he allus 


t'ink lets ef her. After he a growed up man he uster bring 
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her presents lets ef times. He call her 'manmy all de time." 
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"He went off to de war. He los! he hearin' and 
got deef. Muster been de noise from dem big cannons 
what done it. He got his big toe shot off in de war, 
too. After de war was over he come home and git married.” 
"Dat ‘bout all dat I kin 'member 'cep'n!' dat I vote! 
in de state and other 'lections when I's twenty-one year' 
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JAMES MARTIN, 311 Dawson St., San 
Antonio, Texas, is 90 years old, 

His parents were Preston and Lizzie 
Martin and he was born in Alexandria, 
Ya. Uses little dialect. 


"I was born in Virginia in 1847. My mother was a slave 
and my grandfather was one of the early settlers in Virginia. 
He was born in Jamaica and his master took him to England, 
When the English came to Virginia, they brought us along as 
servants, but when they got here, everybody had slaves, so we 
was slaves, too, My mother was born in the West indies, 

"a man named Martin brought my grandfather here and we took 
hie name, And when mareter was ready to die, he made a will and 
it said the Zoungest child in the slaves mst be made free, so 
that was my father and he was made free when he was 16. That — 
left me and my brothers and sisters all free, but all the rest 
of the family was slaves, 

"My mother was born a slave near Alexandria. ‘The marster's 
daughter, Mise Liza, read to my mother, so she got some learning. 
When my mother's owner died he left her to Miss Lize, and then ay 
father met my mother and told her they should get married. Hy 
mother said to Mise Liza: "I'd like fine to marry Preston Martin.® 
Miss Liza says, ‘You can't do that, ‘cause he's a free nigger and 
your children would be free, You gotta marry one of the slaves,’ 
Then Misa Liza lines up 10 or 15 of the slave men for my mother to 


pick from, but mother says she don' like any of 'em, she wants to 
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marry Preston Martin, Miss Liza argues but my mother is just stub- 
born, so Miss Liza says, 'I'll talk to the marster,' He saya, 'I 
can't lose property like that, and if you can raise $1,200 you can 
buy yourse'f free,’ So my mother and my father saves money and it 
takes a long time, but one day they goes to the marster and lays dom 
the money, and they gits married, Marster don' like it, but he's 
promised and he can't back out. 

"So me and my brothers and sisters is free. And we sees others 
sol* on the auction block, They're put in stalls like pens for cattle 
and there's a curtain, sometimes just a sheet in front of them, so the 
bidders can't see the stock too soon, The overseer's standin’ just 
outside with a big black snake whip and a pepper box pistol in nis hand. 
Then they pulls the curtain up and the bidders crowds 'round, The over- 
seer tells the age of the slaves and what they can do. One bidder takes 
a pair of white gloves they have and rubs his fingers over a man’s teeth, 
and he says, ‘You say this buck's 20 years old, but there's cups worn to 
his teeth, He's 40 years if he's a day. Spo they mock that buck dow 
for $1,000, ‘cause they calls the men "bucks! and the women ‘wenches.' 
Then the overseer makes ‘em wali across the platform, he makes ‘em hop, 
he makes ‘em trot, he makes ‘em jump. 

"When I'm ola enough, I'm taught to be a saddler and when I'n 
lv or 18 I enlist in the Confed'rate Army. 

"Did they whip the slaves? Well, they jus’ about half killed 
Sem. When it was too rough, they slipped into Canada. 


“A marriage was a event. The bride and groom had to jump over 
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a broom handle, Tne boss man had a white preacher, sometimes, and 
there was plenty good beef cornbread. But if the boss didn't care 
much, he jus' lined ‘em up and said, ‘Mandy, that's your husband and, 
Rufus, that's your wife,.! 

“after the war we were sent to Texas, tne 9th U.S. Cavalry, 
under Capt. Francis F» Dodge. I was at Fort §111, Fort Davis, Fort 
Stockton and Fort Clark. I was in two battles with Indians in the 
Guadalupe Mountains. I served under Col. Shafter in 1871 and I got 
my discharge under Gen, Merritt in 1872, nen I come to San Antonio, 

"I helped bring the first railroad here. The S,P. in them days 
only ran near Seguin and I was a spiker and worked the whole distance. 
Then I helped build the old railroad from Indianola to Cuero and then 
from Cuero to Corpus,and Schleister, I think, and Cunningham were the 
contractors. That was in 1873 and 1874, 

"T drove cattle for big outfits, end drove 2,000 or 3,000 head 
from South Texas sometines clean up to Daiketas I drowe for John Lytle, 
Brockhaus, Kieran and Bill Sutton, There wasn't no trails and no fences. 
fhe Indians would come ask for meat and we knew if we didn't give it to 
‘em they'd stampede the cattle. 

"Tf I wasn't so old, I*d travel ‘round again. I don't believe any 


men can be educated who ain't traveled some. * 
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LOUISE MATHGWS, 83, is a sister 
of Scott Hooper. Her owner was 
the Rev, Robert Turner, Louise 
married Henry Daggett when she 
was twenty, Jim Byers when she 
was thirty-one and Bill Mathews 
when she was thirty-three. She 
lives alone at 2718 Ennis Ave., 
Fort Worth, about a block from 
Scott. - 


“Sho, I 'members dem slavery times, ‘cause I's eleven when de break- 
up come, Everybody call my massa Jedge Turner, but him am a Baptist preacher 
and have de small farm and gen'ral store, My pawy and manny don't live to- 
gether, ‘cause papvy am own by Massa Jack Hooper, Massa Turner done marry den. 
Mostest de cullud folks jus' lives tegether by 'greement den, but massa have 
de cer'mony, 

"Ug live in log cabins with de dirt floor and no windows, and sleep 
on straw ticks. All de cookin' done in de eatin' shed but when pappy come 
over twict de week, mammy cooks him de meal den, 

"Let me tell yous how de young'uns cared for, Massa give dem special 
care, with de food and lots of clabber and milk and pot-liquor, and dey all 
fat and healthy. 

"Massa am a preacher and a farmer and a saloonkeeper, He makes de 
medicine with whiskey and cherry bark and rust offen neils. It mus! be good, 
‘cause us all fat and sassy. Gosh for 'might}. How I hates to take dat medi- 
cine} He say to me, ‘Take good care de young'uns, ‘cause de old ones gwine 
play out sometime, and I wants de young'uns to grow strong. 

“Massa Turner wants de good days work and us all give it to hin. Every 


‘Setuarday night us git de pass if us wants to go to de party. Us have parties 
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and dancin’ de quadrille and fiddles and banjoes. 
| “On Sunday massa preach to us, 'cause he de preacher heself, 
He preach to de white folks, too. % 

"T tmember dat surrender day. He call us round him. I can see him 
now, like I watches him come to de yard, with he hands clasp ‘hind him and he 
head bowed. I know what he says, ‘I likes every one of yo. You been faithful 
but I has to give you up. I hates to do it, not 'canse I don't wmt to free you, 
but ‘cause I don't want to lose you all,’ Us see de tears in he eyes. 

“Mos' everybody leaves, and us go to papy's place, den comes here 
in 1872, right here where us live now. My sister, Scott, she lives up de street. 
It warn't no houses here den, 

"J gits married in 1974 to Henry Deggett and he dies in 1884, Den I 
marries Jim Byers in 1885 and he am lazy and no ‘count, He leaves on Christmas 
Day in de mornin', and don't come back, Dat de only present he ever give ne! 

He m what you calls de buck passer. I does de washin' and ironin' and he passes 
de bucks I makes, I marries Bill Mathews and he my las' mmsband. He dies on 
May 15th, div year. I has seven chillen and four of dem am right in dis town, 

"I never votes but once, "bout four years ago. I jus' don't care "pout 
it. Too mch fustin' round for me. My husband allus voted de Lincoln ticket. 

| "I gits ‘round and it won't be long 'fore I goesto de Lawa's restin’ 
place. My sister m 81 and I's 83, and she lives in de next block yonder way. 


Us m de cons'latien te each other, 
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WILLIAM MATHEWS, 89, was born 
a slave on the Adams plantation, 
in Franklin Parish, Louisiana. 
He was driver of the family car~ 
riege . After William was freed 
he supported nimself by hiring out 
as a field hand and by making and 
selling baskets, Since 1931 he has 
lived with his daughter, Sarah Col- 
burn, at 8124 41st St., Galveston, 
Texas, 


"Course I can ‘lect "bout slavery. I is old and my eyesight 
am gone, but I can still "lect. I ain't never forgit it. 

“My massa, old Buck Adams, could out-mean de debbil heself, 

He sho! hard ~ hard and sneaky as slippery ellum, Old Mary Adams, 
he wife, was ‘most as hard as he was, Sometimes I used to wonder 
how dere chillen ever stood ‘em, Old Buck Adams brung my memny 
and daddy from South Car'lina to work in de fields and my daddy's 
name was Economy Mathews and my nammy's name Phoebe, Simmons was 
her name ‘fore she marry. I is born on old Buck's place, on Dec- 
ember 28th, in 1848. Dat plantation was in Frenklin Parish, some- 
where round Monroe, in Louisiana, 
"Me and Bill Adams raised? together. When he shoot a deer 

I run home like greased lightnin' and git de hoss, Sometimes he'd 
shoot a big hawg and I'd skin hin. 

"When I ga big 'nough I'@ drive dere carriage. I was what dey 
calls de *waitin' boy.' I sot in dat buggy and wait till dey come 
out of where dey was, and den driv ‘em off, 1 wasn’t "lowed to git 
out and visit round with de other slaves. No, suh, I had to set dere 
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and wait. 
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"De slaves git out in de fields ‘fore sun-up and work till black 
dark. Den dey com honeand have to feel dere way in de house, with no light. 
My mammy and daddy field harids. My zrandma wes cook, and have to git in de 
cook pot ‘tout four otclock to git breakfas' by daylight. Dey et by candles 
or pine torches, One de black boys stand behin' 'em and hold it while dey et, 

"De clothes we wore was made out of dyed 'lows.' Dat de stuff dey makes 
sackin' out of, Summer time us go barefoot but winter time come, dey give 
you shoes with heels on ‘em big as biscuits. 

"De quarters is back of de big house and didn't have no floors, ey sot 
plumb on de ground and build like a hawg pen. Dey cut dcwn timber and stake 
it up at de corners and fill it in with timber with de bark on it. Dere was 
split log houses and round log houses and all sech like dat, Dey have only 
fifty slaves on dat place, and it a big plece, big 'nouch for a mndred, But 
what dey do? Dey take de good slaves and sell ‘em. Dat what dey do, Den dey 
make de ones what am left do all de work, Sell, sell, 81] de time, and never 
buy nobody. Dat was dem. 

“Every Sat'day evenin' us zo to de pitcher poke. Dat what dey calls it 
when dey issues de rations. You go to de smokehouse and dey weigh out some 
big, thick rounds of white pork meat and give it to you. De syrup weighed out. 
De meal weighed out. Dey never give us no sugar or coffee. You want coffee, 
you put de skillet on de fire and put de meal in it and parch it till it most 
black, and put water on it. Mammy make salt water bread out of a 1i'] flour 
and salt and water. 

"Sometimes, dey make de slaves go to church. De white folks sot up fine 


in dere carriage and drive up to de door and git de slaves out of one cabin, den 
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git de slaves out of de nex' cabin, and keep it up till dey gits dem ell. 
Den ell de slaves walks front de carriage till dey gits to church, e slaves 
sot outside under de shede trees. If de preacher talk real loud, you can 
hear him out de window. 

"Tf a cullud man take de notion to preach, he couldn't preach ‘bout de 
Gospel. Dey didn't ‘low him do dat. All he could preach ‘tout was obey de 
mass&, obey de overseer, obey dis, obey dat. Dey didn't make no passel of 
fuss ‘bout prayin' den, Sometimes dey have seein meetin! in a cabin at 
night. Each one bring de pot and put dere head in it to keep ce echoes from 
gittin' beck. Den dey prey in de pot, Dat de Gawd's truth! 

"Like I done said, massa sol' de good slaves in Monroe. Nodoby marry 
in dem days. A gal go out and take de notion for some buck and dey make de 
'greement to live together. Course, if a unhealthy buck takohp with a portly 
gal, de white folks sep'rate 'em, If aman a big, stout man, good breed, dey 
gives him four, five women, 

“Sometimes dey sa ‘way. It ain't done dem no good, for de dawgs am 
put on dey trail, If you clumb de tree, dem dogs hold yom dere till de white 
folks comes, and den cey let de dogs git vou. Sometimes de dogs tore all dey 
clothes off, and dey ain't got nary a rag on ‘em when dey git home, If dey 
run in de stream of water, de dogs gits after 'em and drowns ‘an. Den Nick, 
de overseer, he whop ‘em. He drive down four stakes for de feets and hands 
and tie 'em up. Den he whop ‘em from head to feets, De whip make out a hide, 


cat in strips, with holes punch in ‘em, When dev hite de skin it make blisters. 
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"a2 kind of war talk floatin' round 'fore de Yankees come. Some say 
de Yankees fight for freedom and some say dey'l] kill all de slaves. Seems 
like it mst have been in de middle of de war dat de Yankees come by. We hears 
somebody holler for us to comeout one night and seed de place on fire, Time 
we git out dere, de Yankees gone, We fit de fire but we had to tote water in 
buckets, and de fire burn up de gin house full of cotton and de cotton house, 
too, ond de corn crib, 

"De Yankees allus come through at night and done what dey gwine to do, 
end den wait for more night 'fore dey go ‘bout dere business, Only one time 
dey come in daylight, and some de slaves jine dem and go to war. 

"All de talk "bout freedom git so bad on de plantation de massa make 
me upt de men in a big wagon and drive 'am to Winfield, He say in Texas dsre 
never be no freedom. I driv ‘em fast till night and it take 'dout two days. 
But dey come back home, but massa say if he cotch any of 'em he gwine shoot ‘en. 
Dey bang round de woods end dodge round and round till de freedom man come by. 

"We went right on workin' after freedom. Old Buck Adams wouldn't let us 
go. It was way after freedom dat de freedom man come and read de paper, and 
tell us not to work no more ‘less us git pay for it. When he gone, old Mary 
Adams, she come out. I ‘lect what she say as if I jea' hear her say it. She 
Sea¥s Pen years from today If11]1 have you all back 'gain.' Dat ten years been 
over a mighty long time and ehe ain't; git us back yit and she dead and gone. 

"Dey makes us git right off de place, jes' like you take a old hoss and 


turn it loose, Dat how us was. No money, no nothin’, I git a job workin' 


for a white man on he farm, but he couldn't pay much. He didn't have nothin’. 


when 
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He give me jes' 'nough to git a peck or two of meal and a li'l syrup. 

"I allus works in de fields and makes baskets, big old cotton baskets 
and bow baskets make out of white oak, I work down de oak to make de splite 
and meke de bow basket to tote de lunch, Jen I make trays and mix bowls. 
I go out and cut down de dig poplar and bust off de big block and sit down 
‘straddle, and holler it out big as I wants it, and make de bread tray, 1 
make collars for hosses and ox whops and quirts out of beef hide, But I 
looses my eyesight a couple years back and I can't do nothin' no more, My 
gal takes care of me, 

"I come here in 1931. Dat de first time I'm out of Franklin Parish. 
I allus git along some way till I'm blind. My gal em good to me, but de 


days am passin’ and soon I'l be gone, too,’ 
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5. & HIRAM MAYES tninks ne was bom 
we in 1862, a slave of Tom Edgar, 


who owned a plantation in Double 
Bevou, Texes. Hiram lives with 
two daughters in a ranbling fam- 
house near Beaumont, less than 
three miles trom his birthplace 

on the old Edgar homestead near 
the Iron’ Bridge, For thirty 
years Hiram has served as Worship- 
ful Master of tne Masonic Lodge « 
(Negro) in the vicinity. Nativ- 
intelligence gleams in his deep- 
set eyes, but his sneech snows 
tnat he received little schooling, 


“De fust thing I 'members back in slavery time was zittin' in 
ae master's strawberry vatch., He's rignt proud or dat patch and git after 
us plenty. Dey was 1i'l Tim Edgar, det ce white bov, and me. Tim, he 
still livin! down in Wallisville, Old mester he cut us both a couple times 
for thiefin' he strawberries, jes! give us on bresh or two to skeer us, 
Dat de onlies! time ne ever did whip me and vou couldan' hardiv call that 
ea whippin', 

“Old men Tom Edgar was my master end de o4u "ugar place was 
aown below where Jackson's store it and icut we mile from where I lives 
now, Some de brick from dat house still stinatar dere in ae wooas, 

‘My mama name Mary and Doli Mayes my papa, and I's porned ' pout 
1862, I guess, ‘cause I wasn't very big when freedom come, I did most 
my playin' with young master, Tim, him and me ‘bout de same age. 

4Old master was sho' good to he slaves and dey ain't never have 

no cruel overseer nor no lot of whippin' like some masters diay Mama 
work in de white folks house and done de cookin! in de big kitchen. 


De big house was a big, low place with galleries ‘round it. Mama tie 
me to a chair leg on de gallery to keep me from runnin' off to de bayou. 
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Dey 'fraid of alligators. Dem 'gators never did eat no cullud chillen ‘round 
us place, but dey allus 'fraid dey would. Dey sich big snakes in de woods, too, 
dey skeered of dem. | 

"De cullud folks sil — Li'l brick ones quarters and dey have a 
brickyard right near de place what a white man own and he make de bricks what 
dey calls Cedar Bayou brick 'count of de mad being diff'rent. I's born in one 
dem lif] brick houses. I don't 'meinber none my grandfolxs 'cept my papa's 
mame, call Martha Godfry. She cone from Virginny, and ‘long to de Mayes where 
my papa born. 

"ZT never did bother with Sunday School much, me, Dey one on de bayou 
and a white lady, Miss Joseph, am de teacher, Dey wasn't no school but after 
I git free I go to schoolon de ede of de woods, Dey have teacher name Runnells 
and a old blue-back speller to larn out of, 

"Arter us freed my papa move up de prairie a ways and hire out to 

ride de range. Dey done larn me to ride when I "bout five, six year old and 
I rid with de old man. Dat ridin' business was jes’ my job. Hy daddy never 
did like to settle down and farm, but drutner ride de range for four bits or 
six bits de day. De old master done give us nothin', jes' turn us -drift, but 
he didn't have mich and everybody jes' have to shift for demselvps dem days. 
Us git ‘long all right makin' money with de cattlemen. 

"De prairie lands a good place to git things to eat and us see plenty 
deers, sometime eight or ten in de bunch. Dey lots of wolves roamin' ‘round 
lookin' for stray cows. Dat when de whip come in handy, to kmock dem on de 


nead, Never hear tell of but one bear, end us cotch him on Gum Island and 


kill him, You mow dem funny lookin’, horny things dey calle armadillos' 


age 
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Dey been immigrate here 'bout ten year ago. Dey come from somewhere but us 
ain't knowed why. Dey never was none here in slavery time but plenty horny © 
frogs and ‘gators. 

"I marry 51 year ago to Wilina Day and I's still marry to her. 
Us marry in her brudder's house with jes’! homefolks. Dey's nine chillen 
and eight still livin' and most dem farmers, ‘cept two boys in de reg'lar 
army, Dey am Dolf and Robert, Cscar runs de fillin' station at Double 
Bayou. Oscar was in France in de World War. I has two my gals with me 


here and two grandchillen. 


"I rode de range till 'bout 20 year ago and den I start gittin! 
purty old, so I settles dorm to farain', Dev charter a Masonic lodge here 
in 1906, I ‘lieve it were number naught six, and dey put me up for Worshipful 


Master of de bunch. After dey vouch for me I git de chair and I been sittin! 


in de east for 30 year. 
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SUSAN MERRITT, 87, was bern 

in Rusk Co., Texas, a slave 

of Andrew Watt. A year after 
she was freed, Susan moved 

with her parents to Harrison 
Co., and stayed on their farm 
until she married Will Merritt. 
They reared fifteen children. 
Susem has little to say of 

her life from 1865 to the pres- 
ent, stating that they got 
along on the farm they worked mn 
on sheres. Since her hugband's 
death Susan lives with a son, 
Willie, west of Marshall, Texas, 
on the Hynson Springs Road, 


"T couldn't tell how old I is, but does you think I'd ever forgit 
them slave days? I ‘lieve I's ‘bout 87 or more, ‘cause T's a good size 
gal spinnin all the thread for the white folks when they lets us loose 
after surrender, 

"I's born right down in Rusk County, not a long way fren Henderson, 
end Massa Andrew Watt em my omer. My papoy, Hob Rollins, he come from 
North Carolina and belonged to Deve Blakely and manmy come from Mississippi. 
Mommy have eleven of us chillen but four dies when they babies, but Albert, 
Hob, John, Emme, Anna, Lula and me lives te be crowed and married. 

"Masse Wett lived in a big log house what sot on a hill so you could 
see it 'reund for miles, and us lived over in the field in little log huts, 
all huddled along together. They have homemade beds nailed to the wall and 
baling sack mattresses, and us call them bunks. Us mever had no money but 
pleaty clethes amd grub amd wear the same clothes all the year ‘round, Masse 
Watt made eur shoes for winter hisself and he mate furniture and seddles 
ead harness aad run a grist mill end a whiskey still there om the place. 


That man had ev'ything. 
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"The hands was woke with the bit bell and when massa pulls thet 
bell rope the niggers fells out them bunks like rain fallin'. They was in 
that field "fore day and stay till dusk dark, They work slep up till Sat- 
urday night and them washes their clothes, and sometimes they gits through 
and hes time for the party ond pleys ring plays. I "men ber part the words 
to one play and that, 'Rolling river, roll on, the old cow die in cold 
water ...now wels got te drink bad weter 'cause old cow die im cold water,' 
but I cap't ‘member more'n that. It's too long ago. 

"When the hands come in from the field et dusk dark, they hes to 
tote weter from the spring and cook and eat and be in bed when that old bell 
rings at nine o'clock. 'Bout duck they :calls the chillen and gives ‘em a 
piece of corn pone 'beut size my hand end a tin cup milk and puts them to 
bed, but the growed folks et fat pork and greens and beans end sich like 
aud have plenty milk. Ev'ry Sunday massa give 'em some flour end butter 
and a chicken. Lots of niggers caught a good cowhiding for slippin' tround 
pnd steglin' e chicken 'fore Sunday. 

"Massa Watt dida't have no overseer, tut he heve a nigger driver 
whet am jus' sas bad. He carry a long whip ‘tui’ the neck and I's seed 
him tie miggers to a tree and cowhide ‘em till the blood run down onto the 
ground. Sometimes the women gits slothful end not able to do their part 
but they makes 'em do it anyway. They digs a hole, "bout body deep, and 
makes them women lie face down in it and beats 'em nearly to death. That 
nigger driver beat the chillem for not keepin! their cotton row up with 
the lead mana. S ometimes he made niggers drag long cheins while they 
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works in the field and some of 'em run off, but they oughtn't to have 
cone it, ‘couse they chase 'em with hounds and nearly kilt ‘tem. 

"Lots of times Massa Watt give us a pass te zo over to George 
Petro's place or Dick Grege'e place. Massa Pethro rum : slave market 
and he have big, high scaffold with steps where he sells slaves. They 
was stripped off to the waist to show their stren-t'. 

"Our white folks have a church end 2 place for us in the back. 
Sometimes at night us gather 'round the fireplace and pray and sing and 
ery, but us daren't ‘low our white folks oo it. Thasak the Lawd us can 
worship where us wauts nowadays. I tmember one song we allus sing: 

"'T heard the voice of Jesus callin' 

Come uate me ond live 

Lie, lie down, weepin' one 
Res' they head on my breast, 

"tT come to Jesus as I was 
Weary and lene and tired and sad, 
I finds in him a restin' place, 
And he has made me glad,’ 

"Us hove two white doctors call Dr. Dan and Dr. Gill Shaw, whet 
wait on us when we real sick, Us wore asafesedits bags ‘round the neck 
and it kep! off sickness, 

"I stay mos! the time in the big house and massa good but missy 
am the devil. I couldn't tell vou how I treated, Lots of times she tie 
me to a stobd in the yard end cowhide me till she give out, then she go 
and rest and come back and beat m some more, You see, I's massa migger 


end she have hereown miggers what come on her side and she never did like 


me, She stomp and beat me mearly te death and they have to grease my 
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hack where she cowhide me end I's sick with fever for e week. If I have 
a dollar for ev'ry cowhidia' I git, I'd mever have to work no more, 

"Young missy Betty Like me and try larn me readin! and writin’ 
and she slip to my room snd have me dein' right good, I lern the alphabet. 
But one dey Missy Jane cotch her schoolin!' me and she say, INigers don't 
need to know amything,' end the lams me over the head with the butt of 
a cowhide whip. That white wnen so rough, one day us makin' soap and 
some little chickens gits in the fire 'round the pot and she say I let 
tem do it and make me walk barefoot through that bed of coals sev'ral 
times. | 

"T hears ‘bout freedom in September and they's pickin' cotton 
and a white man rides up to massa's house om a big, white hoss and the 
housebey tell massa a man want see him and he hollers, ‘Light, stranger.’ 
It a gov'ment mam and he have the big book and a bunch papers and say 
why ain't massa tura the niggers loose, Massa say he tryin' git the 
crep out and he tell massa have the slaves in. Uncle Steven blows the 
cow hora what they use to call to eat and all the niggers come rumniin', 
'ocguse that horn mean, ‘Come to the big house, quick,' That mam reads 
the paper tellin' us we's free, but masse meke us work sev'ral months 
after that. He say we git 20 acres lend and a mule but we didm't git it. 

"Lots of niggers was kilt after freedom,’ cause the slaves in 

Harrison County tura loose right at freedom and them in Rusk County wasn't. 
But they hears ‘bout it and runs away to freedom in Harrison County aad 
they owners have ‘em tiainniuateed: that shot dowa. You could see lots of 


niggers heugin'. to trees im Sabine bottem right after freedom, cause they 
cotch 'em swimmin' ‘cress Sabine River and shoot ‘em, They sho' am goin' 


be lots ef soul cry 'gainst tem in Judgment! " 
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JOSH MILES, 78, was born in 
Richmond, Virginia, a slave 

of the Miles family. In 1862 
Mr. Miles brought his family 
and slaves to Franklin, Texas. 
After he was freed, Josh worked 
for the railroad until he was 
laid off because of old age. 
He lives in Mart, Texas. 


"T was born in Richmond, in Virginny, back in 1859, and my memny 
and pappy was slaves to a man aemed Miles, what lived in Richmond but owned 
three plantations out a few miles, and ‘bout fifteen hmndred niggers. Pappy 
was de fam'ly coachman and druv de 1i'l surrey when Massa gwine see he plan- 
tations. On Sunday he druv de big coach to curch. Dm Old Massa wear de 
vig gtove-pipe hat and de long-skirt coat and he big boots. Pappy, he wear 
de tell hat with de blue uniform with brass buttons, and black, shiny boote. 
He heve de long horsewhip to crack at dem hosses - he drive four or six 
hoases, ‘cause dat coach am big and heavy and de roads am often muddy. 

"Yagsa allus went to de big fairs in Louisville and Richmond, where 
de big hoss races am. Dey name de hosses for Abe Lincoln and Steve Douglas, 
in 1860. De bettin' song what dey sings am like dis: 
"tpere’s a old plow hoss, whose name am Doug,doo,dah,doo-dah - 
He's short and thick, a reg'lar plug, oh, doo,dah,doo-dah, doo - 
We're born to work all night, we're born to work all day, 
I'll bet my money on de Iyncoln hoss, whe bets on Steven A?! 
"Well, dat de way us lives jes' befo' de war. When de presidents calis 
for volunteers, Virginny goes for do Rebels, and dey moves de capitol to Rich- 
mond. So Old Massa sees he'll be right in de thick of de war and he 'cides 
to come to Texas. He gits he slaves and he folks and hosses and cattle and 
he household things in de covered wagon and starts. Course, de hosses and 


cattle walks, and so does us niggers. But massa take he time and stops wherever 
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he wants. It takes two years to make de trip. He stay de whole winter one 
skew: and stops in Nashville and Memphis and Vicksburg. All dese places he 
trade de hosses and mules and oxen and niggers and everything else he have. 
But he wouldn't trade he pers'nal slaves. Dey have de big warehouse in places 
like Memphis, and take de nigger de day befo' de sale and give hia plenty to 
eat to make him look in good bumor. Dey chain him up de night befo' de sale, 
and iffen he am de fightin' nigger, dey handcuffs him. De auctionneer say, 
‘Dis nigger am eightten year old, sound as de dollar, can pick 300 pounds of 
cotton a day, good disposition, easy to manage, come up 'xamine him.’ Dey 
strips him to de waist and everybody look him over and de good ones brung 
$1,500 sometimes. I seed de old mammy and her two boys and gals sold, One man 
buys de boys and old mammy cry, but it don't do no good. 'Nother man bids de 
two gals and memmy throw such a fit her old massa throws her in, ‘cause she 
too old to be much ‘count. 

"De siege of Vicevies ‘gins jus' after old massa done left there, 
on he way to Texas. He friends tell him all ‘bout it. Coffee was $4.00 de 
pound, tea $18.00, butter to $2.00 de pound, corn $15.00 de bar'l, calico 
$1.75 de yard and muslin ‘bout $7.00 de yard. De Rebels holds de city long 
as they could. De bluff over de city have de caves in it and dey's rented 
for high rent. Ficur am $10.00 de pound end bacon $5.00, Dey eats mule meat, 
and day give it de French name, 'Mule tongue cold, a la bray.’ 

“We keep's up with what happen and after de war dey tells us ‘bout 
Richmond. De lab'tory am blowed up Friday, and de Stuart home burnt. Befo! 


Richmond am taken, dey sings dis song: 
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"Would you like to hear my song? 

I™ 'fraid its rather long - 

Of de "On to Richmond,' double trouble, 

Of de half a dozen trips 

And de half a dozen slips, 

And de latest bustin! of de bubble. 

"§Pyll off you coat and roll up you sleeve, 
For Richmond am a hard road to travel - 
Then pull off you coat and roll up you sleeve, 
For Richmond am a hard road to travel.! 

"Dey sung dat song to de old tune call ‘Old Rosin de Beau.' 

"De war ends and in de few months old massa sot he slaves free. 

He give my pappy some money and he starts out for heself. He goes to 
Milligan and rents land and raises he fam'ly. Old Massa never goes 
back to Richmond. De Yanks gits what he left so dey no uze gwine back 
dere. He lives in Franklin $113 1914. It ain't like 01d Virginny, but 
dey's plenty wild game and hawgs and he reises a bale of cotton to de 
acre, so he have money once more, 

"“Dey's folks comin' to Texas all de time from de old states. It 
am de new werld and dey likes it. Dey has de Juneteenth cel'brations 
after ‘while, and de white folks gives us beeves and hawgs to barbecue, 80 
Texas am de good place to stay. 

“When I's "bout growed, I starts workin’ on de I. &G. ¥W, railroad 
and helps build it from Houston into Waco. I works for it for years and 
years, and allus lives near de Brazos River. I's lived here in Mart forty 
years. 

"T doesn't have de bitter mem'ries like some de niggers, 'Cause 
Old massa allus good to us. I's had de good life and am ‘bout ready to 
go to Hebben, and hopes I can see Old Massa dere. 


BHES 
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ANNA MILLER, 85, lives with her 
daughter, Lucy Watkins, et 407 
WY, Bluff St., Ft. Worth, Texas. 


A“. She was born - slave in Kentucky 
g | 


and was sold, with her parents, 
to Mark Loved, a farmer in Missouri. 
He later sold Anna's mother, before 
Anna was old enough to remember her, 
When Anne was 8, her owner moved to 
Palo Pinto, Texas. 


"(I'se now 'bout 85 years ole, dats what de white folks 
tells me. I'se bo'n in Kentuck'. My mammy, pappy and I'se sold 
by our fust marster to HMarster Mark Loyed, who lived in Missouri, 

He takes us to himts farm. When I'se 'bout eight years ole, Marster 
Loyed sold nim' » farm and comes to Texas in covered wegons and oxen. 
He's brung all de slaves wid him.I'se don' 'member much 'bout de trip, 
dause I'se sick wid de fever. I'se so bad, de marster thinks I'se 
goin! to die, One mornin! he comes and looks at me and says, ‘Dis 
nigger am too val'sble to die. We'd better doctor her,! We camps 
for six days. 

' WWe comes to Palo Pinto and dat's wild country den. Plenty 
of Indians, but dey never trouble we'uns, My work, 'twes helpin' wid 
de chores and pick up de brush whar ny pappy was a-clearin' de land. 
When I gits bigger, I'se plowed, hoed, and done all de goin' to de 


mill, I'se helps card, spins and cuts de thread, We'uns makes all 


de cloth for to makes de clothes, but we don' git 'em, In de winter 
we mos! freeze to death, De weavin' was de night work, after workin! 


all de day in de fiel’, 


“Dey sho wimps us. I'%se gits whupped lots a times. Marster 


‘whaps de men and missus whups de women, Sometimes she whups wid de 


we 
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nettleweed, When she uses dat, de licks ain't so Ded, but de stingin! 
and de burnin’ after am sno! misery, Dat jus! vlwa runs me crazy. De 
mens use de rope when dey whups, 

"Bout eatin', we keeps full on whet we gits, such >s beans, co'n- 
meel ond ‘lasses. We seldom gits meat. White flour, we don! imow what 
dat taste like. Jus! tmow what it looks like, We gits "bout ‘all de 
milk we wants, 'cause dey puts it in de trough and we helps ourselves, 
Dere was a trough for de niggers and one for de hawgs. 

"Jus! "bout a month befo! freedom, my sis and nigger Horece runs 
off. Dey don' go fer, and stays in de dugout. Ev'rv night dey'd sneak 
in and git ‘lasses and milk and what goat Aey could. My sis had a baby 
and she nuss it ev'ry ahem when she comes, Dey runs off to keep from 
gettin' a whuppin'. De marster was mad ‘cause dey lets e mule cut hisself 
wid de plow. Sis says de bee stung de mule and he gits unruly and tangle 
in de plow. Marster seys, 'Dey can' go far and will come back when dey 
gits hongry.! 

"I'se dont x.ow much 'bout de war. De white folks don' talk to us 
Toout de war and wefuns don! go to preachin' or nothin’, so we can't larn 
much, When freedon comes, marster says to us niggers, 'All] dat wants to 
go, git now, You hes nothin',' And he turns dem away, nothin’ on 'cept 
ole regs. 'Twarn't enough to cover dere body. No hat, no shoes, no unner~ 
wear. 

"My pappy and mos! de niggers goes, but I'se have to stey till my 
pappy finds a plece for me, He tells me dat he'll come for me. I'se have 
to wait over two vears. De marster gets worser in de disposition and goes 


troun' sort of talkin’ to hisse'f and den he gits to cussin' ev'rybody. 
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"In "bout a year after freedom, Marster Loved moves fron 
Palo Pinto to Fort Worth. He says he don' want to live in a country wher 
de niggers am free. He kills hisse'f 'bout a yeer after dey moves, After 
dat, I'se sho! glad when papovy comes for me. He had settled at Kzle on a 
rented farm and I'se lives wid him for 'bout ten vears. Zen I'se soes and 
stave wid ay brudder on sh Creek, De three of us rents lend end us runs 
dat farn. 

"Itse git married 'bout four years after I'se soes to Ash 
Creek, to Bell Johnson, ie had four chillen, He works for white folks. 
"Bout nine years after we married my husben' gits drowmed and den I works 
for white folks and cares for my chillen for fo'teen vears, Then I'se gits 
married again. I'se married Fred Miller, a cook, end we lived in Port 
Worth, In 1915 he goes 'way to cook for de road 'struction camp and dats 
de les! I'se hears of dat no ‘count nigger! | 

"Lots of difference when freedom comes, Mos' de time efter, 
I'se heve what I wants to eat. Sometime 'twas a little hard to git, but 
we gits on. Ise veat to preechin' and has music and visit wid de folks 
I'se like, But Marster Loved makes us work from davlight to dark in de 


fiel's and make cloth at night. 
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MINTIE MARIA MILLER, 1404 39th 
St., Galveston, Texas, was born 
in Tuscaloosa, Alabema, in 1852. 
She has forgotten her first mas- 
ter's name, but was sold while 
very young to Dr. Massie, of 
Lynchburg, Texas, The journey 
to Texas took three months by 
oxcart. After the Civil War 
Mintie went to Houston and stay- 
ed with an old colored womm 
whose former master had given - 
her a house, Later she went 

to Galveston, where she has 
worked for one family 24 years. 


"TY was born in Alabama in 1852, in Tuscaloosa and my mamny's 
name was Hannah, but I don't know ny pappy's name. When I was still 
pretty little my brother and uncle and aunt and mother was sold and 
me with ‘en, 

“Dr, Massie brung us to Texas in an oxcart but my sister 
had to stay with the old mistress and that the last I ever seen my 
sister, She was four year old then. 

"after we reaches Texas we lives on a great big place, somewhere 
‘round Lynchburg and Dr, Massie have two girls and I sleeps on the 
foot of they bed. They nice to me, they spoil me, in fac’, I plays 
with the white gals and they feeds mo from they tables and in the 
evenin' my mammy takes me down to de bayou and wash ay face and put 
me on a clean dress, 

‘My mammy cook for the white folks and they treats us both 
fine, but one gal I knowed was ‘bout & or 9 and she run away from her 
master and swim de Trinity River and it was winter and her feets freezes. 
He cotches dis gal ond puts her feets in the fire to thaw ‘em, and 
burnt 'em, The law ‘say you could take slaves ‘way from sich a man, 80 
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Dr. Frost takes her away from that man and gives her to Miss Nancy what 
was de mistress at Dr. Massie's place. 

"fhen they says they gwine sell me, ‘cause Miss Nancy's father- 
in-law dies and they got rid of geome of us. She didn't want to sell me 
so she tell me to be sassy and no one would buy me. They takes me to 
Houston and to the market and a man call George Fraser sells the slaves. 
The market was ® open house, more like a shed. We all stands to one side 
till our turn comes. They wasn't nothin' else you could do, 

"They standsme up on a block of wood and 8 man bid me in, I felt 
mad. You see I was young the, too young - know better. I don't kmow 
what they sold me for, but the mm what vought me made me open ny mouth 
while he looks at my teeth. They done all us that-~a-way, sells us like 
you sell a hoss. Then my old master bids me goodby and tries to giveme 
a dog, but I ‘members what Miss Nancy done say and I sassed him and slap- 
ped fhe dog out of his hand, So the man what bought me say, ‘When one 
ofelock come you got to sell her ‘gain, she's sassy. If she done me 
that way I*4 kill her.' So they sells me twice the same day, They was 
two sellin's that day. 

"My new master, Tom Johnson, lives in Lynchburg end owns the 
river boat there, and has a little place, ‘bout one wre, on the bayou. 
Then the war comes and jes’ 'fore war come to Galveston they took all 
the steamships in the Buffalo Bayou and took the cabins off and made 
ships, They put cotton bales ‘round them and builded ‘em up high with 
the cotton, to cotch the cannmballs. Two of 'em was the Island City, 
and the Neptune, 
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“Then freedom cries and the master say we all free and I goes to Hous- 
ton with my mammy. We stays with a old colored women what has a house her 
old master done give her and I finishes growin’ there and works some, But 
then I comes to Galveston and hired out here and I been workin' for these 


white folks 24 year now. 


BREESE ORARE RSE 


Dar 
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TOM MILLS was born in Fayette 
Co., Alabama, in 1858, a slave 
of George Patterson, who owned 
Tom's father and motner, In 
1862 George Patterson moved to 
Texas, bringing Tom and his 
mother, but not his father. 
After they were freed, it was 
difficult for Tom's mother to 
earn a living and they had a 
herd time for several years, 
until Tom was old enough to go 
to work on a ranch, as a@ cow 
hand, In 1892 Tom undertook 
stock farming, finally settling 
in Uvalde in 1919. He now lives 
in a four-room house he built 
himself. A peach orchard and 
a grape arbor shade the west 
side of the house and well-fed 
cows are in the little padture, 
fom is contented and optimistic 
and says he can "do a lot of work 
yet." 


"Y was born in Alabama, in Fayette Co., in 1858. My 
mother was named Emaline Riley and my fatner was named Thad Mills. 
My sisters were named Ella and Ann and Lou and Maggie and Matildy, 
and the youngest one was Easter. I had two brothers, Richard and 
Ben. Bob Lebruc was my great-uncle and for a long while he ran 
a freight wagon fran Salt Lakes to this country. ‘That was tne only 
way of getting salt to Texas, this part of Texas, I mean, because 
Salt Lakes is down east of Gorpus, close to the bay. My uncl® was 
finally killed by the Indians in Frio County. 


"In Alabawa we lived on Patterson's plece. The grendmotner 
ty 


of all these Pattersons was Betsy Patterson and welived on her estate. 
na 


My mother wove the cloth. It kep' her pretty busy, but she was stout 


and active. My uncle was blacksmith and made all tne plows, too. 


"We nad a picket house, one room, and two beds built in cornerso 
-le 
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‘wy mother done the cookin’ up at the house because she was 
workin’? up there all the time, weavin' cloth, and of course we ate 
up there. ‘the rest of tem didn't like it much because we ate up 
there, but her work was there. 1 guess you never did see a loom’? 

It used to keep me pretty busy fillin' quills. She made this cloth -- 
this four-doller-a-yard, four-leaf jean cloth, all wool, of patitoes 

"T was too little to wou aQurin’ the wer; of course we packed a 
Little water and got a little wood. 1 was goint to tell you about 
this scar on my finger. I was holdint a stick for another little 
fellow to cut wood and he nearly cut my finger off. ‘That sure woke 
me up. 

"They had field work on the place, but a family by the name of 
Knowles did the farm work. I worked stock nearly all my life. It 
used to be ah the work there was. IL think my mother was allowed 
to make a little money on this cloth business. That is, cloth she 
made on the outside. And she was the only one of the slaves that 
could read. I don't know that they cared anything about her readin’, 
but they didn't want her to read it to the rest of ‘em. I never 
earned no money; I: was too little. 

"We called Old Man Patterson ‘mastert and we called Mrs. Patter- 
son 'mistuss'. 

tl don't know what the other slaves had to eat ~-- they cooked 
for themselves, but we had jes’ what the Patterson's had to eat. 

On Sunday mornin' we had flour bread. Alweys glad to see Sunday 
mornin' come. We made the co'n meal right on the place on these 
old hand mills that you turn with both hands like this. When the 


co'n jest fust began to cet ha'd, they would grate that; but when 
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it got hatd, they would grind it. We always had meat the yeer 
‘round. We called hogshead cheese 'souse'. But we never did make 
sausage then. It was a long time before we had a sausage mill.. Oh, 
shot we made 'chittlin's? (chitterlings). We make them even now. 
Why mama always tekes the paunch and fixes it up ever't time we kill 
hogs. We friea beef, strung it out, and put it on the-line. Then 
we got ready to cook it, we'd take it and beat it and make hash and 
fry it or boil it. We had lots of deer and turkeys, quail and 
‘possums, but they never aid do much eatin' rabbits. i didn't eat 
no ‘possums and I didn't eat no honey; there was sever'l things f£ 
didn't like. I like straight beef, turkeys, Sig tad ans squirrel is 
mighty fine eatin’. I set traps and wuld ketch quail. Armadilios 
are pretty good meat, but we didn't eat tem then. Why, I was grow 
before I ever saw an armadillo. I don't know where they inmigrated 
from. Yestm, I think they come from Mexico; they must surely have 
because they wasn't any here when I was a young boy. We used to 
see tem in shows before they ever got to be around here. 

"Tl wore a shirt that hit me down about my knees. When my mother 
made my pants, she made tem all in one piece, sleeves 'n all. The 
fust shoes I ever had, my uncle comae the leather and made tem. 1 
guess I was about six years old. He made the pegs, tanned the leath- 
er, and made the shoes. It taked 18 fonts to tan the leather. 

Bark tanned. Huh, I c'n smell that old teannin' vat now. People 
nowadays, they're livin’ too eesy. ‘Fraid to let a drop of water 
fall on ‘em. 

tEver! day was Sunday with me then. After we got up my size, 
they put us to work, but we didn't work on Sunday. After I got to 
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be a cowboy, of course, they didn't have no Sumay then. 

"Tl was twenty-two when | fust married. it was in Medine County. 
Her name was Ada Coston. She hadon a white dress, dreggin' the 
grount in the back, what you used to call these trains. I remember 
when they wore these hoops, too. we married about 7 o'clock in the 
evenin?. I had on one of these frock-tail coats, black broadcloth 
suit. I had on good shop-made shoes. We nad better shoes then than 
we ever have now. We had a supper and then danced. Had a big wed- 
dint cake -- great big white one, had a hole in the center, all iced 
all over. I think my auntie made thet cake, or my cousin. We hed 
coffee, but I never did drink whiskey in my life. i think they hed 
chickens -- if I remember right, chicken and @ressin'. Had a whole 
lot better to eat then than I can get now. We danced all night. [I 
was at a weddint where they danced three days and nights, and I tell 
you where it was. Have you been down to Old Bill Thomas'? You have?. 
Well, that was where it took place. 3111 end bllen married when I 
was about twelve years old, and I think they danced three days and 
nights, and maybe longer. Now, if they didntt tell you that, 1 
couldta told you if I had been there. We danced these old square 
dances, what you call the virginia Reel, and the round dances like 
the Schottische, Polka, waltzes, and all them. I was a dancin’ fool, 
wanted to dance all the time. I inherited that from my mother. She 
was a terrible dancer. 

"old Man George Patterson was a very tall and a dark complected 
man. He wes a Kind old man. He wes good to my mother and all those 
that come from Alabama. ‘the old mistuss would whip me, but he didn't. 
The grandchillun and I could fight all over the house; he would jes! 
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get out of the way. jut she would get on us once in awhile. tthe 
worst whipoin' she ever give me was about some sheep. They had a 
cane patch down close to the sheep pen and I went down there and got 
me some cane and stripped it off end I was runnin’ 'round down there 
whippin't the sheep with that stalk of cane and she found me down 
there and took me to the house and learned me better. ‘They never did 
whip my mother. I know they whinped two others. Two was all I ever 
knew of tem whippin'. Dillard, he married the oldest Patterson gril, 
and my uncle, he borrowed an auger t(gfm ur. Dillard to make a frame. 
When dinner time came, he laid it down and went to his dinner. ‘hen 
he got back, this bit was broken and he went and tells him (Dillard) 
and they came down to make 4 seanen about who had used it. They 
found that another colored man got it and used it to bore some holes 
with and broke it, so he took (til back and leid it down and never 
said nothin'. Them days, a thing like that steel tit was awful high. 
they laid ‘im over a log and whipped ‘im and whipped his wife for 
not tellin't it when they asked her. ‘hey had a boy countin' the 
Licks, but 1 don't know how many he gpt. +hey had me dewn there too, 
and I was ready to get away from there. I think they had us down 
there to show what we would get if we didn't do right. 

"The old lady, the mistuss, she was pretty high-tempered -~ her 
head kind of bounced, like that -- when she got mad. She was slender 
and tall. iL think they lived in a log house; 1 don't remember much 
what kind of house it wes. 1 know my mother weaved cloth in one 
part of it. 

"I don't think the field was xery large on that place. I 


often wanted to go back and see it. it was right on the Sabinal, 


~5- 


Hx-slave Autobiographies -- vom sills . Page Six 93 
- (Texas) 
| right opposite Knowlton Creek. 

"TJ have heard my mother tell about slaves bein' sold. it was 
kinda like a fair they have now. ‘They would go there, and some of 
‘em sold for a thousand dollars. ‘hey said somethint about puttin’ 
‘em on a block; the highest bidder, you know, would buy tem. TI 
don't know how they got tem there, for they wasn't much of a wey for 
‘em to go tcept by oxen, you know. It was back in Alabame where she 
saw all thet. of course, there was more of that down in nississipoi 
than Alabama, but she didn't know nothin' about that. 

") remember the cotton they raised on the Patterson place. They 
picked the seeds out with their fingers and made cloth out of it. 
they wouid take coarse wool -- not merino wool, for that wes too 
Tine -- and use the coarse wool for a filler. That was what they 
would make me do, pick the seed out of that cotton to keep me out of 
mischief. I remember that pretty well. Kep* me tied dow, and I 
would beg the old man to let me go, and when he did, if I got into 
anything, I was back there pickin’ seeds vretty quick. 

tWe would get up about daybreak. ‘hey might have got up be- 
fore I knew anything about it, but sometimes I got up with my mother, 

"What little school I went to was German, at D'Hanis and Cas- 
troville. I went to the priest at D'Hanis and to the sisters at 
Castroville. No education to amount to anything. Thet was after we 
were freed. I went to schooyat the same time that Johnny Ney and 
his sister, Mery, went to school. I would like to see Johnny end 
talk to him now. Your grandmother and her sisters and brothers went 


to that school and I remember all of tem well. One of them boys, 
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George, was killed and scalped by the Indians, and that was caused by 
them boys playint and scarin' each other all the time. He was with 
them Rothe boys,and they always had an Indian scare up someway to 
have fun with each other, especially to scare George. So when they 
aid discover the Indians and hollered to George, he wouldn't run, 
because they had fooled tim so much. So the Indians slipped up on 
him and killed tim. 

tyes, I knew all the Millers petter than I did nearly any of 
the rest of the old settlers up there. Aunt Dorcas, thet was George's 
mother, she nursed me through the measles. I wes awful sick, and 
when my mother heard it and come up after me, she told my mother to 
leave me thers, she would teke care of me. I tell you she took good 
care of me tuo. 

"But that was after freedom. You see, my mother didn't want to 
come to Texas. She laid out nearly two years before they got hold 
of her and got her to come to Texas. Alabama wasn't thickly settled 
then. “hers was botwoms of trees and wild fruit she could eat. She 
stayed out by herself, and would come and get something to eat and 
leave again. But Patterson told her if she would come to Texas she 
would be treated right and not be whipped or nothint like that. And 
so far as I know, she never was whipped. He kep' his word with her. 
She was useful and they needed her. She wove the cloth and was such 
a good worker. 

tthe first cow we ever owned, we cut cockleburrs out of a field 
of about seven or eight acres. Mr. John Ware gave her a cow to cut 
the burrs out. . 


tafter the wear, my uncle carried my mother and his wife and 
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chillen away, and when they started with Margaret -- she was his 
niece and my cousin -=- they overtook ‘em and took Margaret back. 
She was house girl, she didntt do nuthin't but work in the house. I 
don't know whether they ever paid her anything or not. They needed 
her to wait on the old lady. 

"Tl dontt know how that come about when they told tem they was 
free. is dontt know whether mother read it in the paper or he come 
and told tem. We went on, and came right on up the same creek to a 
place where a man had a ranch by the name of Roney. It was an old 
abonded (abandoned) place, and we didn't have anything to eat. My 
uncle got out and rustied around to get some bread stuff and got some 
co'n, but while he wir Boule was when we suffered for something to 
eat. We didntt have anything to kill wild game with. We would fish 
a little. When he left he went up in the Davenport settlement, up 
there about where your grandfather lived. YW got milk and careless 


weeds, but that was all we had, and we were awful glad to see the 


.~ co'n come. And that was my first taste of javelin (javelina). It 
eaangnsentsanne titer NO ELL Atari 
evidently was an (ola male separ for I couldn't eat it. I don't 


think my uncle ever stole anyting in his life. I was with him all 
the time and I know he didn't. My mother, she went over to Daven- 
ports' and my uncie got out and rustled to see where he could get 
something to do. So they mowed up in the Sabinal Canyon and he got 
on 014 Man Joel Fenley’s place. 

"Old Man *Parson'’ Monk,..I think, was the first person I ever 


heard preach. That was down here in the Patterson settlement 


(formerly a settlement six miles south of the present town of Sabinal). 


96 


Ex=slave Autobiographies -- Tom Mills Page Ninee” 
(Texas) 
The preachint was right there on the place. I joined the church 
after I was grown, but that was the cullud church, then. My mother 
she joined the white church. She joined the Hardshell Baptist. She 
never did live in any colony and the cullud church was too far. They 
had lots of camp meatin's. I never was at but one camp meetin’ that 
I know of. They would preach and shout and have a good time and have 
plenty to eat. That was what most of tem went for. But the churches 
then seemed to be more serious than they are now. They preached the 
‘altar.' You know, like anyone wanted to join the church, they was 
a mourner, you see, seekint for religion. And they would sing end 
pray with ‘em till they professed the religion. I had a sister that 
never went to a meetint that she didn't get to shoutin' and shout to 
the end of the sermon. I always tried to get out of the way before 
I joined because if she got to me, she would beat on me and talk to 
me. We always tried to get to her, if she had her baby in her arms, 
because she would jest throw that baby away when the Spirit moved 
her. 

"Did you ever know of Monroe Brackins over at Hondo City? Well, 
I and him was both jes! boys and was with Jess Campbell, Joe Dean 
and a man nemed MoLemore. They was white men. We went down on the 
Frio River,and there was some pens down there on the Johnson place. 
They was three brothers of them Johnsons. We had a little bunch of 
cattle, goint dow there. This Jess Campbell and Joe Dean was full 
of devilment and they knew Monroe was awful scerey. When we penned 
the cattle that evenint it was late and Monroe noticed a pile of 
brush at the side of the gate. He asked tem whet you reckin that 
‘igs there, and they told ke “hey was a man killed -and buried there. 
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That night after derk they was fixin' to get supper ready and told 
Monroe to go get some water down at the river, but he wouldn't do it. 
Well, [ never was efraid of the dark in my life, so I had to go get 
the water. Well, we made a fire and fixed supper and then these men 
oat a rope on jionroe and took him off a little piece and wrapped the 
rope around a tree and never even tied the rope fast. The other man, 
McLemore, he went around the camp and came up on the other side. He 
had an old dried cow hide with the tail still on it. The old tail 
was all bent, crimped up. Here he come from down the creek, from 
where they told Monroe that fellow was buried, and right toward Mon- 
roe with that hide on. Tail first and in the dark it looked pretty 
bad, and, I tell you, Monroe got to screamin'. I believe he would 
have died if they hadn't let him loose. I never laughed so much in 
my life. When he would get scared, he would squeal like a hog. He 
sure was scarey: 

"Sometimes, I know, we would be woke up in the night and they 
would be cookin't chicken and dumplin's, or havin' somethin't like 
that. It'd like for tem tc come evert night and wake me up. I don't 
know where it come from; but they would always wake the chillen up 

, (This is an early recollection of 
and let tem have some of it. his childhood during slavery) 

"My motherts’deddy, if he was here, he could tell plenty of 
things. He could remember all about them days, and sing them songs 
too. I've heard him tell some might. bad things, and he told some- 
thin’ pretty bad on hisself. He said they captured some Indian 
chillen and he wes carryin one and it pot to cryin' and he jes’ took 
his saber and held it up oy its feet and cut its head off. Couldn't 


stant to hemr it cry. He got punished for it, but he said he was a 
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soldier and not supposed to carry Indian babies. Usually when 
Indians captured little fellows like that, they carried ‘em off. 
Like ~hen they carried off Krank Buckilew, a white boy. And a cullud 
boy that got away up close to Utopie. They kept the Buckilew boy 
a long time, long enough that he got to where he understood the lan- 
guage. It was a long oe that the Indians didn't kill a darky, 
though. But after the war, when they brought these salvad soldiers 
in here to drive 'em back, that started the war with the cullud peo- 
ple then. 

tafter freedom, I remember one weddin' the white folks had. That 
was when John Kanady (Kennedy) married iielinda Johnson. He was a 
mean that lived there on the river and was there up to the time he 
died. 2 wasn't at the weddint, but I was at the infair. ‘They were 
married sage. OF Hondo City. ‘hey had the infeir then and it was a 
kind of celebration after the weddin'. Ever'body met there and had 
a big dence and supper and had a big time. They danced all night 
after the supper and then had a big breakfast the next mornin'. I 
was little, but I remember the supper and breakfast, for I was en- 
joyin' that myself. ‘they was lots to eat, and they had it too. 
After freedom, I remember these quiltin'ts where they would have big 
dinners. They would have me there, threadin' needles for ‘em. We 
always had a big time Christmas. they had dances and dinners for a 
week. Yestm, the cullud people aid. ‘hey would celebrate the holi- 
days out. ‘Shat was all free too, and they all had plenty to. eat. 
They would meet at one place one night and have a dance and supper 


and, the next night, meet over at enother place and have the same 


. thing. 
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"When I got to workin' for myself, it was cow work. I done 
horseback work for fifty years. Many a year passed that I never 
missed a day bein’ in the saddle. i stayed thirteen years on one 
ranch. The first place was right below Hondo City. His name was 
Tally Burnett and I was gettin' $7.50 a month. Went to work for that 
and stayed about three a four months and he raised my wages to what 
the others was gettin't and that. wes $12.50, He said 1 was as good 
as they were. Then I went to Frio City. I done the same kind of 
work, but I went with the people that nearly raised me, the Rutfled- 


ges. 
"Thatts where I was give twice in the census. lly mother geve me 


in and he geve me in. ‘That was one time they had one man too many. 

"T married when I was with them and I eset for him after that. 
That was when we would work away down on the Rio Grande, when Demp 
Fenley and Lee Langford and Tom Roland and the two Lease boys and 
one or two more was deliverin' cattle to the Gold #ranks' ranch. He 
wanted 8,000 two-year-old heifers. He had 150,000 acres of land and 
wanted cattle to stock it. Some taken a contract to deliver so many 
and some taken a contract to deliver so many, so these men I was 
with went down below Laredo and down in there. We wound that up in 
"85, In *86, I went to Kerr County and taken a ranch out there on 
the head of the Guedalupe River. I stayed there two years and a half, 
till they sold out. ‘his man I was workin' for was from Boston. °, 
and he leased the ranch and turned it over to me and I done all the 
hirin' and payin't off and buyint and ever'thing. When he sold out, 
IL left and went on the Horton ranch about thirteen months. 
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"My first wife died in 1892, but we had been separated about 
five or six years. I married again in Bandere and quit ranchin' 
and went to stock farmin' for Albert Miller, then leased a place from 
Charley Montague two years, then went over into Hondo Cenyon and 
leased a place there in ‘98. We stayed there till 1906, then came 
to Uvalde. I leased a place out here, about two hundred acres, four 
miles from town, and had odd jobs around here too. Then, about 1907, 
we went to Zavala County and stayed till 1919. I leased a place here, 
then, and finally settled at this place i'm on now and have been 
here ever since. 

"I've got 11 chillen livin'. One boy, Alfred, is in Lousiana 
and I don't know what he's doin', but hets been married about five 
times. I have a boy workint in the post¢office in San Antonio named 
Mack, and the rest of the chillen are here. ‘here's Sarah, Hiley, 
Frank, Jemes, Banetta, John, Theodore, wvommy, Annie Laurie. “hey 
@ll Live here and work et different places. 

"Tl know when we used to camp out in the winter time we would 
have these old-time freezes, when ever'thing was covered in ice. 

We would have a big, fat cow hangin' up and we could slice that meat 
off and have the best meals. And when we was on the cow hunts we 
would start out with meal, salt and coffee and carry the beddin' for 
six or eight men on two horses and carry our rations on another 
horse. Il guess it would scare people now to hear tem comin' with 
all them pots and pans and makin* all thet racket. 

"When we camped and killed a yearlin't the leaf fat and liver 
was one of the first things we would cook. When they would start 


in to gather cattle to send to Kansas, they would ride out in the 
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herd and pick out a fat calf, and they would get the ‘fleece’ and 
liver end broil the ribs. ‘whe meat that was cut off the zits was 
called the fleece. It was a terr'ble waste, for many a time, the 
hams wasn't even cut out of the hide, jest left there. ld Man Alec 
Rutledge used to say, when they would throw out bread and meat, he 
would say, 'L'll tell you, Yom, he will have to welk alone sometimes 
because this willful waste will make woeful wants.' He was talkin} 
about his brother -- they was two of ‘tem, and sure ‘’nough, his brother 
finally lost all his cattle, quit the business, and never had nothin' 
left. There would be an awful lot of good meat wasted, end now we 
are payint for it. 

"me first fence 1 ever seen wasn't any larger then this add- 
ition here, and it was put up out of pickets. “he Mexkins used to 
puild lots of fences and we got the idea from them, mostly on these 
old-timey stake-and-rider fences. it was an awful pasture when they 
had eight mile of fence. ‘the way they made the field fences was 
nothin’ but brush. I remember when I was a little fellow at John 
Kanady's (xennedy’s), George Johnson would come over and stay with 
‘his sister, Mrs. xanady, and he would keep the cattle out of the 
field. one day, he came there and put me on his horse. He had 
loosened up his girt, and 1 got out there a little ways and one of 
the cows turned back. ‘the horse was a regular old cow pony and when 
that cow turned back, the old horse turned just as quick and the 
saddle slipped and 1 stayed there. 

Oh, pshaw! they turn so quick you have to be on the lookout. 
You have to watch the horse as well as the cow. Some of them horses 
get pretty smart. One time they wer¢cuttin' cattle and a fellow 
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brought a cow to the edge of the herd and the cow turned back and 

when she did, the horse cut back too and left him there. ‘When he went 
from under him, that fellow's spurs left a mark clesr across the sad- 
dle as he went over. It was my saddle he was ridin' and that mark 
never did leave it, where the spurs cut across it. 

"Wetve done some ridin' even after my wife, here, and I were 
married. Shets seen tem breakin't horses and all that-pitchin' and 
bawlint. But, I never was no hand to show off. If I kep' my seat, 
that was all I wanted. You see lots of fellows ridin't just to show 
off, but I never was for anything like that. 

"No, I never did go up on the trail. I've helped prevare the 
herd to take. Usually, there would be one owner takin’ his cattle 
up on the trail. They had no place ts hold the cattle, only under 
herd. Usually, they would stert with a thousand or fifteen hundred 
head, but they didn't nut tem all together till they got awey out on 
the divide. They would have tem shaped up as they gathered ‘em and 
jes* hold what they wanted to send. It didn't take so many men, either, 
because they all understood their business. 

"l was jes* thinkin’ about when Mr. Demp Fenley and Rutledge was 
here. They had abcut nine hundred head of cattle. te: prouant tem 
right in below Pearsall, right about the Shiner ranch, and delivered 
tem there. But before we got there at a little creek they called 
Pato, they was hardly any place to bed the cattle because they was 
so much pear. Mr. Rutledge and I always bedded the cattle down, and 
then I would go on the last relief, usually about the time to get up, 
anyway. He used me all the time when they would get ready to go to 


camp in the evenin', and we'd spread ‘em out and let ‘tem graze before 
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beddin' ‘em down. Sometimes he would give me a motion to come over 
there, and I knew thet meant an animal to throw. He always got me to 
do the ropint if one broke out. Well, we was comin on with those 
cattle and they was a steer that gave us trouble all the time. As 
soon as you got away, he would walk out of the herd. Well, we got 
the cattle all bedded aon and they were quiet, but that steer walked 
out. I was ridin' Mr. Fenley's dun horse, and Mr. Rutledge says to 
me, 'I tell you what wetll do. Wetll ketch that steer out here and 
give tim a good whippin'.' I says, 'Wetll get into trouble, too. 
Well, he was to hola tim away from the herd and I wes to rove tim, 
but the steer run in front of him and out-run tim. If he would have 
run in behind him, I would ta caught ‘im, but that steer beat 'im 
to the herd and run right into the middle of tem. And did he stampede 
fem! Those cattle run right into the camp, and the boys all scramb- 
lin’ into the wagon and gettin' on their horses without their boots 
on. One steer fell and rolled right under the chuck wagon. You know, 
we run those cattle all night, tryin' to hold tem. It was a vear 
flat there, and next mornin’ that pear was all beat down flat on the 
reams they sure did run, and all because of that foolishness. ifr. 
Rutledge got to me and told me not to tell it, and I don't reckin to 
this dey anybody knows what done that, 

"I never told you about the panther about to get on to me, did 
I? Well, we was out on the Rio Grandi, about thirty-one or thirty- 
two miles beyond Carrizo. It was at the Las Islas (The Islands) 
érossin'. I was about three days behind the outfit when they went 
out there. That was in July, and they was a law passed that we had 
to quit wearin’ our guns the first day of July and hang tem on the 
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hotn of our saddle. When I got to the outfit, the boys was gettin’ 
pretty tired herdint. They had to bring tem out about six miles to 
grass and to this little creek. We would out tem in the pen at night 
and feed tem hay. We were waitin’ there for them to deliver some 
cattle out of Mexico. ‘the Mexkin told me they was somethin' out 
there where they were nenatay sheep that was scarin' the sheep out 

of the pen at night. I hed seen some bobcats, but I laid down under 
one of these huisache trees and went to sleep. I had my pistol on 
and was layint there and about two ofclock, I woke uo. I turned over 
and rested myself on my elbow and looked off there about l2 feet from 
me and there stood a big old female panther. She was kind of squat- 
tint and lookin' right at me. I reached right easy and got my Win- 
chester tmet was layin' beside me and I shot her right between the 
eyes. Why, I had one of her claws here for a long time. She had 
some young ones somewhere. I imagined, though, she was goin’ to 

jump right on me. It wasn't no good feelint, I know. She was an 
awful large one. 

"Oh, my goodness! I have seen lobos, eight or ten in a bunch. 
Theytre sure mean. I've seen tem have cattle rounded up like a bunch 
of cow hands. If you heard a cow or yearlin' beller at night, you 
could go next mornin't and sure find where they had killed her. They 
would go right into the cow or calf and eat its kidney fat first 
thing. I tell you, one sure did scare me one time. I was out ridin’, 
usually ropin' and brandin' calves, and I came across a den in the 
ground. I heard somethin’ whinin' down there in that hole. It was 
a curiosity to me and I wanted to get one of those little wolf pups. 


That was what I thought it was. I got down thes and reached in there 
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and got one of those little fellows. They was lovos (lobos). They 
are usually grey, but he was still béllck. ‘hey are black at first, 
then they turn gray. He was a little bit of a fellow. ‘Well, I got 
him out and the old lovo wolf run right at me, snapvint her teeth, 
and my horse jerked back and came near gettin' away. But I hung to 
my wolf and got to my horse and got on and left there. I didn't have 
nothin’ to iilner with. I was jes’ a boy, then. I took thet pup 
and give it to Mrs. Jim Reedes, down on the Hondo, snd she kep’ it 
till it began eetin' chickens. 

"T had a bear scare, too. That was in '87, about fifty years 
ago. Well, Ira Wheat was sheriff at Leakey in Edwards County, then. 
I went down there, and I was ridin' a horse I broke for a sheriff in 
Kerr County. I came to Leakey to see Wheat -- you see they was burnin’ 
cattle (running the brands) all over that country then. As I was 
ridint along, I seen some buzzards and I ae out there. Somethin' 
had killed a hog and eat on it. I knowed it was a bear afterwards, 
but then I went on down to Leakey and started back, I got up on the 
divide, at the head of a little canyon and I seen those buzzards 
again. I seen two vaivox things and I jest thought to myself the m 
ieee was comin’ back 4#and eatin' on that dead hog. I rode up and 
seen that it wes two bears and I made a lunge at "em gand the old bear 
run off and the little cub ren up a tree. I thought, 'I'll ketch 
you, you little rascal.' So I tied my horse and I went up the tree 
after the cub and when I was near ‘tim, he squalled jest like a child. 
I tell you, when it squalled thet way, here came thet old bear and 
begin snuffint around the tree. My horse was jest rearint and tryin' 


to break loose out there. I tell you, when I did get down there and 
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get to him, I had to lead him about two hundred yards before 1 could 
ever get on him. He sure was scared. Like it was when I was a boy 
down on the Hondo one time and I could hear horses comin’ and thought 


it was Indians and after awhile, 1 couldn't hear nothint but my heart 


beatint., " 


Unele Tom Mills is one of the most contented old darkies sur- 
viving the good old days when range was open and a livelihood wes 
the easiest thing in the world to get. He lives in the western vart 
of Uvalde, in a four-room house that he built himself. A peach 
orchard and a grape arbor shade the west side of the house. It is 
here that Uncle Tom spends many hours cultivating his little garden 
patch. Contented and well-fed milk cows lie in the shade of the 
oak trees in a little pasture east of the house, and he proudly calls 
attention to their full udders and sleek bodies. His wife, Hattie, 
laughs and joins him in coversation, helping to prod his memory on 
minor events. He smiles a lot and seems optimistic about most 
things. I did not hear him speak grudgingly toward anyone, or 
make a complaint about the old-age pension he gets. He is always 


busy about the place and claims that he can dc a lot of work yet. 
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LA SAN MIRE, 86, aged French 
Negro of the Pear Orcherd 
Settlement, near Beaumont, 
Texas, is alert and intel- 
ligent, and his long, well- 
formed hands gesture while 

he talks, He was born in 
Abbeville Parish, Louisiana, 
a slave of Prosper Broussard. 
His father was a Spaniard, as 
his mother spoke French, sand 
his master was » Creole, 

La San's patois is superior 
to that of the average French 
Negro. His story has been 
translated. 


"The old war? No, I don't remember so mich about it, because 
I was so young. I was ten vears old at the beginnins of the wer, I 
was born the 12th of May, but I do not know of what vear, in the 
Parish of Abbeville, on M'sieu Prosper's plantation Detween Abbeville 
and Crowley, My parents were sleves, My father * Spaniard, who 
spoxe Spenish and French. iv mother spoke French, the old mester 
too, all Creoles, I, as all the other slaves, spoke French, 

"During the war all tne childrm hed feer, I drove an old 
ox-cart in which I helped pick up the dead soldiers end buried them. 
A battle took place about 40 miles from the plantation on a bluff 
near a large ditch --not near the bayou, 0. We were freed on Julv 
4th. after the war I remained with my old master. I worked in the 
house, cooked in the kitchen. arly seach mornine, I made cotfee and 
served it to my master and his family hil: they were in the bed, 


Tree old master was mean --made slaves lie on the ground and 


walpeee them. I never saw him whin my father. He often whipped my 
mothe>. 
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I'd hide to keep from seeing this. I was afraid. @hy did he whip them? I 
do not remember. He did not have a prison, just 'coups de fanrit'(beatings). 
But not one slave from our plantation tried to escape to the north that 
can remember, _.8 

"The slaves lived in little cabins. All alike, but good. One or two 
beds, Rooms small as a kitchen. Chimneys of dirt. Good floors. We had 
plenty to eat. Combread and grits, beef, tchahintes'(coons), des rat bois 
(possum), l# couche-couche, end Irish and sweet potatoes, 

"Ryeryone raised cotton. In the evenings the slave women and girls 
geeded the cotton, eee it, made thread of it on the spinning wheel, They 
made it into cotton for dresses and suits, No shoes or socks, In winter the 
men might wear them in winter. Never the wanen or children. 

"How many slaves? I do not recall, There were so many the yard was 
full. They worked from sun-up to sundowm, with one hour for dinner, School? 
I hoed cotton and drove the oxen to vlow the field. 

"I never went to Mass before I wes twenty years old. Yes, there were 
churches and the others went, but I did not want to go. There were benches 
especially for the slaves. Yes, I was eipevecd a Gatholic in Abbeville, when 
I was big. 

"Sundey the Negro slaves had round dances. Formed a circle -~-the boys 
and the girls -- and changed partners. They sang and danced at the same time, 
Rarely on Saturday they had the dances. They sang and whistled in the fields, 

"The marriages of the slaves were little affairs, Befors the witnesses 
they'd 'sauter le balais! - the two - and they were married. No celebration, 
‘but always the little cakes. 
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"We had no doctor, We used 'vineeire! (an herb) for the fever; la 
'chaspare! (sersaparilla); la 'pedecha(an herb), sometimes called L'absinthe 
amer, in a drink of whiskey or gin, for the fever, Des reguiateurs(patent 
medicines), On nearly all plantations there were 'traiteurs', (a charm- 
doctor, always a Negro). : 

"Noel we had the little cakes and special things to eat, but no 
presents, 

"J was married dy the judge first and after the marriage was blessed 
by the priest. I wis 21 years old. I wore a new suit, because | had some 
money. I worked in the house during the day and at night I ceught wild 
horses and sold them, I remen ber my wedding day. It was the Saturday before 
Mardi Gras, My wife came from Grand Chenier(Cameron) to Abbeville when she 
was small, We had 16 children, 11 boys and five girls. Three girls and 
two boys died when they were small, 

"One year after my marriage I left the big house and made a home of 
my own. Yor an enclosure I made » levee of earth around. I planted cotton. 
I worked the plece for a half or a third, 


"T came to Beaumont 12 years ago, so my children could work, because 


I was sick, I could no longer work, 
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CHARLEY MITCHELL, farmer in 
Panola Co., Texas, was born in 
1852, a slave of Nat Terry, an 
iptinerant Beptist preacher of 
lgnchburg, Virginia. Charley 
Yeft the Terrys one year after 

he was freed. He worked in a 
tobacco factory, then as a waiter, 
until 1887, when he moved to 
Penola Co. For fifty years he 
has farmed in the Sabine River Z 
bottom, about twenty-five miles 
southeast of Marshall, Texas. 


"T's born in Virginia, over in Lynchburg, and it was in 1852, 
and I 'longed to Parson Terry and Missy Julia, I don't 'member my 
pappy, ‘cause he's sold when I's a baby, but my manny was willed to 

2, . the Terrys end allus lived with them till freedom, She worked for 
them and they hired her out there in town for cook and house servant. 

"They hired me out most times as nuss for white folke chillen, 
and I nussed Tom Thurman's chillen He run the bekery there in Lynch- 
burg and come from the north, and when war broke they made him and 
‘nother northener take a iron clad oeth they wouldn't help the north, 
Dyrin' the war I worked in Masse Thurman's bakery, helping make hard 
tack and doughnuts for the 'federate sojers. He give me plenty to 
eat end weer and treated me as well as I could hope for. 

"Course, I didn't git no schoolin'. The white folks allus said 
niggers don't need no larnin'. Some niggers larnt to write their initials 
on the barn door with charcoal, then they try to find out who done that, 
the white folks, I mean, and say they cut his fingers off iffen they 


jus! find out who done it. 
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“Lynchburg was good si-ed when war come on and Woodruff's nigger 
tradin' yard was "cout the bigges! thing there. It was all fenced in 
and had a big stand in middle of where they sold the slaves. They Zot 
a big price for "em and handcuffed and chained 'em together end led 'em 
off like convicts, That verd wes full of Louisiane and Texas slave buyers 
mos' all the time. None of the niggers wanted to be sold to Louisiana, 
‘cause that's where ther beat ‘em till the hide was raw, and salted 'em 
and beat ‘em sone more, 

"Course us slaves of white folks whet lived in town wasn't treated 
like they was on most plantations. Massa Nat and Missy Julia was good to 
us and most the folks we wes hired out to was good to us, \ acai Was 
full of pattvrollers jus! like the country, though, and they had a fenced 
-in whippin' post there in town and the pattyrollers sho’ put it on a nigger 
iffen they cotch him without a pass. 

"after war broke Lee, vou know General Lee himself, come to Lynch~ 

| burg and had a campground there and it look like ‘nother tom. The 'federates 
had a scrimmage with the macro fhout two miles out from Immnchburg, and 
| after surrender General Wilcox and a big company of Yankees come there, 
De camp was clost to a big college there in Lynchburg and they throwed up 
a big breastworks out the other side the college. I never seed it till 
after surrender, 'cause us wasn'+ ‘lowed to go out there. Gen. Shumaker 
was commander of the 'Federate artillery and kilt the first Yankee that 
come to Lynchburg. They drilled the college boys, too, there in town, 


I didn't know till after surrender what they drilled them for, ‘cause 
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the white folks didn't talk the war 'mongst us. 

"Bout a. year after the Yankees come to Lynchburg they moved the cullud 
free school out to Lee's Camp and met in one of the barracks and had four white 
teachers from the north, ‘ind thes school run sev'ral years after surrender, 

"Lots of 'Federate sojers passed through Lynchburg goin' to Petersburg. 
Once some Yankee sojers come through clost by : a there was a scrimmage 'tween 
the two armies, but it didn't last long.Gen, Wilcox had a standin' army in 
Lynchburg after the war, when the Yankees took things over, but everything was 
peaceful and quiet then. 

"after surrender a man satin a meetin' of all the slaves in the fairgrounds 
and tells us we's free, We wasn't promised anything. We jus' had to do the best 
we could. But I heared ee of slaves what lived on farms say they's promised 
forty acres and a mile but they never did git it. We had to go to work for what- 
ever they'd pay us, and we didn't have nothing and no place to go when we was 
turned loose, but down the street and road, When I left the Terry's I worked 
in a tobacco factory for a dollar a week and that was big money to me. Mamny 
worked too and we managed somehow to live. 

"After I married I started farmin', but since I got too old I live round 
with my chillen. I has two sons and a boy what I raised. One boy lives clost to 
Jacksonville and the other in the Sabine bottom and the boy what I raised lives 
st. aware aie: I been gittin' $10.00 pension since January this year, (1937) 

| "I never fool round with politics much, I's voted a few times, but most 
the time I don't. I leaves that for folks what kmows politics, I says this, 
the young niggers ain't bein' raised like we was. Most of them don't have no 


manners or no moral self-respect. 


"J don't 'lieve much in hants tut I's heared my wife call ay name. She's 
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been dead four years. If you crave to see your dead folks, you'll never see then, 
but if you don't think 'bout them they'll come back sometime. 

“Pwo nigger women died: in this house and both of them allus smoked a 
pipe. -My boy andme used to smell the pipes at night, since they died, and one 
mornin! I seed one of then. I jus' happened to look out the window and saw one 
of them goin! to the cowpen. I knowed her by her bonnet. 

"fhey's a Beers church and cemetery up the road away from my house 
where the dead folks come out by twos at night and go in the church and hold 
service. Me and the preacher what preaches there done seed and heared them, 

'They's a way of keepin' off hants, That's done by tackin' an old 
shoe by the side the door, or a horseshoe over the door, or pullin' off part 


of the planks of your house and puttin’ on some new boards." 
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PETER MITCHELL, in the late 
seventies, waa born in Jasper, 
Texas, & slave of Thad Lanier. 
He has lived in or near Jasper 
all his life, 


"Yes'n, I's Peter Mitchell and I was born right near here 
and my father and mother wasn't lawful married. De aiggers wasn’t in 
dem days. My pappy's name was Richard Lanier and my mamny's was Martha 
Mitchell, but us all taken mammy's name. She taken her name from de 
Mitchells, what owned her befo' de Laniers git her. My brothers named 
Lewis Johnson and Dennis Fisher, and William and Mose and Peter Mitchell. 
My sisters was Sukie and Louisa and Effie, 

"“Manany was de house gal, She say de Mitchells done treat her 
hard but Massa Lanier purty good to us. In summer she kep’ us chillen 
near de big house in de yard, but we couldn’; go in de house, In winter 
we stays round de shack where we lives while maamy work, 

“We gits plenty cornbread and soup and peas. On Sunday dey 
gives us jus! one biscuit apiece and we totes it round in de pocket half 
de day end shows it to de others, and says, ‘See what we has for break- 
fast,* 

"We wears duckin' dyed with indigo, and hickory shirts, and 
we has no shoes till we gite old 'nough to work. Den dey brogans with 
de brass toe, Mammy knitted de socks at night and weaves coats in winter. 
Many a night I sits up and spine and cards for manny. 

"Massa Lanier live in de fine, big house and have mndreds of 


acres in de plantation and has twenty-five houses for de slaves and dere 


ole 
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families, He kep' jus' 'nough of de niggers to work de land and de extry 
he sells like hosses, 

"Missy larned mamay to read and dey have de cullud preacher, 
named Sam Lundy. Dey have de big bayou in de field where dey baptices, 
De white people has de big pool ‘bout 50 yard from de house, where dey 
vaptise, 

‘Sometimes dey runs 'way but didn't git far, ‘cause de patter 
rollers watches night and day. Some de men slaves makes hoe handles and 
cotton sacks at night and de women slaves washes and irons and sews and 
knits. We had to work so many hours every night, and no holidays but 
Christmas. 

"Us plantation so big, dey kep' de doctor right on de place, 
and taken purty good care af de sick niggers, ‘cause dey worth money, 

We was not so bad off, but we never has de fun, we jus' works and sleeps. 

"When freedom come dey turn us loose and say to look out for 
ourselves. Mos' of de slaves jus! works round for de white folks den and 
gits pay in food and de clothes, but after while de slaves lars to take 
care demselves, I marries and was dress up in black and my wife wore de 
purple dress, De Rev, San Hadnot marry us. 

"I farme all my life and it ain't been so bad. I's too old to 


work much now, but I makes a little here and there oa de odd jobs, 
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ANDREW MOODY was born in 1855, i 
in Orange, Texas, a slave to 
Colonel Fountain #loyd, who 

owned a plantation of about 

200 acres on Lacey's River, 

Andrew is said to be the oldest 
ex-slave in Orange County. 


"T was ten year old when freedom come and I'a the oldest 


slave what was born in Orange County still livin' there, They called 


Orange, Green Bluff et the first, then they call it Madison, and then 
they call it Orange, I used to live on Colonel Fountain Ployd's plan- 


tation on Lacey's hiver, 'bout 17 miles from here, They had ‘bout | 


forty hands big enough to pick cotton. 
"iy grandmother was with me, but not my mother, and my father, 


ail, he belong to Locke and Thomes, We lived in houses with homemade 


furniture. Yes, they had rawhide chairs and whenever they kilt a beef 


they kep! the skin offen the head to make seat for chairs. 
"Colonel Floyd he treat us good, as if he's us father or 


mother, No, we didn' suffer no 'buse, ‘cause he didn! ‘low it and he 


didn't do it hisself, 


“Parson Pipkin, he come ‘round and preach to the white folks 
& 


and sometimes he preach extry to the cullud quarters. Some of the 


cullud folks could read the hymns. Young missus, she larn ‘en, They 


sing, 


"“Jerdon ribber so still and col', 
Let's go down to Jerdon. 
Go down, go down, 
Let's go down to Jerdon. 


"Every man had a book what carried his ow niggers! names. 
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The niggers' names was on the white folks church book with the white 
folks names and them books wes like tax books. The tax collector, he 
come ‘round and say, 'How many 1i'l darkies you got?! and then he put 
it down in the ‘sessment book. 

"Folks hed good times Christmas. Dancin' and big dinner. They 
give 'em two or three day holiday then, They give Christmes cift, maybe 
a pair stockin's or sugar candy, The whitefolks kill turkey and set 
table for the slaves with everything like they have, bread and biscuit and 
cake and pot and baked turkey and chicken and sich, They cook in a 
skillet and spider. The cullud folks make hoe cake and ash cake and 
cracklin' bread and they used to sing, 'My baby love shortenin' bread.' 

"When a hend die they all stop work the nex! day after he die anc 
they blow the horn and old Uncle Bob, ne prey and sing songs. They have 
a wake the night he die and come from all ‘round and set up with the 
corpse all night, They make the coffin on the place end have two hands 
dig a grave. 

"Phe way they done when 'mancipation cone, they call up at twelve 
o'clock in June, 1865, right out there in Dyncan Wood, 'twixt the old field 
and Beaumont, They call my mother, who done come to live there. They say, 
‘Now, listen, sou and your chillen don! 'long to me now. You kin stay till 
Christmas if vou wants. So mother she stoy tut at Christmas her husban! 
come and they all go tut me. I was the las! nigger to stay after freedom 
come, nnd the marster and I'd would go tuntin and fishin’ in the Neches 
River. We ate raccoon then and rabbit and keep the rabbit foot for luck, 
jus! the first joint. The ‘Toby! what we call it, and if we didn' have no 


'Toby( we couldn' git no rabbi} nex! time we goes mintin’, 
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A. ii, MOORE, aged prencher and 
school teacher of Harrison Co., 
Texas, ws born in 1846, a slave 
of 4. R. Sherrad who, in the 
1430's, settled » large planta~ 
tion eight miles northeast of 
Wershall, Moore worked as a 
farmhand for several years after 
he left home, out later attended 
Bishop and Wiley Cylieges, in 
Marshall, and obtsined a tescher's 
certificate, Ke tanght and prench- 
ed until age forced him to retire 
to his farm, which is on lend that 
was once a pert of his master's 
plantation, 


"Nv neme is Almont M. Moore and I was born right here in Harrison 
County, in 1846, and belonged to Master # R. Sherred. My master was one 
of the first settlers in these parts and owned 1. big plantation, eight 
miles northeast of Marshall, Ky father was Jiles D. Moore and he wes 
born in Alabaaa, and my mother, Anna, was born in Mississippi, They came 
to Texes as slaves, My grandmother on my mother's sice was Cherry and she 
belon,ed to the Sherreds, too, She said the Indians gave them a hot time 
when they first came to Texag Finally they became friendly to the white 
people. 

"My mistress was Lucinda Sherred and she hed a world of children. 
They lived in a diz, log house, it vou wouldn't know it was a log house 
unless you went up in the attic where it wasn't ceiled, The slaves helped 
master build the house, The quarters looked Like a Little town, with the 
houses all in lines. 


"They had rules for the slaves to be governed by and they were whipped 


when they disobeved. Master didn't have to whip his slaves much, because he 


ate 
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was fair to them, more than most of the slaveomers, Lots of masters wouldn't 
let the slaves have anything and wouldn't let them read or even look at a book, 
I've known courts in this county to fine slaveowners for not clothing and feed- 
ing their slaves right. I thought thet was right, because lots of them were too 
stingy to treat the sleves right unless they made them do it. 

"Corn shucking was a big sport for the Negroes end whites, too, in 
slavery time. Sometimes they gave a dig dance when they finished shucking, but 
my master's folks always had a religious service, I went toa Methodist church © 
and it hed too floors, one for the even and one for the whites. Just before 
the war they began to let the Negroes preach and have some books, a hymn book 
and a Bible, 

Wafter the war they treated the slaves fine in this part of the country. 
The industrious ones could work and savé money. Down in Louisiana lots of owners 
divided syrup, meat and other things with the slaves, My prother and I saved 
enough to buy five hundred acres of land. Lots of white men took one or more 
slaves to wait on them when they joined the army, but my master left me at home 
to help there, | . 

‘Some owners didn't free their slaves and they soon put soldiers at 
Marshall and Shreveport and arrested the ones who refused to let the slaves go. 
My father died during the war and my mother steyed with Master Sherrad three 
yeers after surrender. I stayed with her till I was bit enough and then hired 
out on a farm. They paid farmhands $10,00 to $15,00 a month then. 

“Then I went to school at Wiley and Bishop Colleges here for four years 


and I hold a county teacher's certificate. I have taught school in Harrison and 


wens 
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Gregg Counties and in Caddo Parish, in Louisisna. I started preaching in 
1880 and for several years was District Missionary for the Texas-Louisiana 
Missionary Baptist Association, I have preached in and organized churches 
all over East Texas, 7 

"We raised six children and two boys and two girls are still living. 
The girls live in Longview and one boy farms. The other boy is a prescher 
here in Harrison County. 

"T have voted in county and other elections, I think they should 
instruct the Negroes to they can vote Like white folks. The young Negroes 
now have a better chance ‘na mest of us had, They have their schools and 
churches, but I don't think they try es hard as we did. We learned lots from 
the white folks and their teaching was genuine and had ea great effect on us. 
I attribute the Christien beliefs of our people to the earnest, faithful 


teaching of white people, and today we have many aducated Negro teechers and 


preachers and leaders that we are not ashamed of. 
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JERRY MOORE, a native of 
Harrison County, Texas, was 
born May 28, 1848, a slave of 
Mrs, Isaac Yen Zandt, who was 
a pioneer civic leader of the 
county. Jerry has always lived 
in Marshall. For fifty years 
after he was freed he worked as 
a brick mason, He now lives 
alone on the Port Caddo road, 
and is supposted by a $15,00 
per month pension from the gov- 
ernnent, 


"My name is J. M. Moore, but all the white and cullud folks calls 
me Uncle Jerry, ‘cause I has lived here nos' since Marshell started, I 
was torn on the 28th of May, in 1848, up on the hill where the College 
of Marshall is now, and I belonved to the Van Zandts, That was their old 
home plece, 

"IT never did see Col. Isaac Van Zandt, mv mistresses! husband, but has 
heared her and the older folks talk lots a@him. They sey he was the one 
who helped set up Marsholl and name it. They say he run Sor Governor and 
had a good chance, but was naver honorated as Governor, ‘cause he died 'fore 
election, 

"My mistress was named Fanny and was one sweet soul, She had five 
children and they lived here in tow but heve a purty big farm east of town, 
My mother sewed for Mistress Fanny, so we lied in tom, There were lots 
of niggers on the farm and everybody round these parts called us ‘Van Zandt's 
free niggers,' ‘cause our white folks shared with their darkies and Isrned 
fem all to read and write. The cther owners wuldn't have none of Van 
Zandt's niggers, 

"My mother was Amy Van Zandt Moore and was a Tennessian, My father 


was Henry Moore and he belonged to e old bachelor nemed Moore, in Alabama, 
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Moore freed all his nigsers 'fore 'mancipation except three. They was 

to pey a debt end my father was Moore's choice man and wes one of the three. 
He vought hisself. He had saved un some money and when they went to sell 
him he bid $800.00, The auctioneer cries 'round to git a raise, but wouldn't 
novody bid on mv father ‘cause he was one of Moore's 'free niggers'. My 
father done say after the war he could have buyed hisself for $1.50. So he 
was a free man 'fore the 'mancipation and he couldn't live 'mong the slaves 
and he had to have a guardien who wos 'sponsible for his conduct till after 
surrender, They was lots of niggers hers from the free states ‘fore the war, 
cat they wasn't 'lowed to mix with the slaves, 

"Mistress Fanny allus give the children a cand; pullin! on Saturday 
nizht and the big folks danced and had parties, She allus gave the children 
twentv-five cents apiece when the circus come to tom. The patterrollers 
wasn't 'lo-ed 'Dout our place and her darkies went mos' anywhere and wasn't 
ever bothered, I never seed a slave whipped on our place, 5. give her 
darkies money along for doin' odd jobs and thev could send it for what they 
wanted, She was a Christian wanan and read the Bible mos! all the time. She 
give my mother two acres of land at tmancipetion. | 

he first thing I eerd of the war was then musterin' and drillin! 
sojers here in Marshall, back in Buchanan's time, Politics was hot in '59 and 
160, I 'member 'em havin' a big dinner and barbecue and speakin' on our place. 
They had a railroad to Swanson's Landing on Caddo Lake and the train crew 
brung news from boats from Shreveport and New Orleans, Soon as the train pulled 


into town it signaled. Three long, moarnful whistles meant bed news, Three 


short, quick whistles meant good news, I went to town for the mail with my 


sister Gurin" the wet. She'd sey tp me, ‘Werzy, the seoner the war is over, 
the spomer wei 
tnt Spomer wetl ‘be Pree, All the Vern Zenit Nermoes werted to be Tree. They 


Sian" understand how well ther wee bein’ treeted till after ther ned to uke 
uneir men livin’, . 

*l rec™lect the time the oliné folks registered tere efter the war. Ther 
TURTON SrAt the whites a long wer. Devise wes governer end 21] the white felks bad 
i thee tie iron Timi oeth te vobe. Serpetbaggers ené Negrors mmm the government. 
22 ihe eerily tere tee eli the selection four fags. “her didn't vote in precimts 
Tui pt ihe corti house, The Temecretic Pe-tr hei nc chance to "timitste the 
tates, The *putlicen perty bead 2 “Lorel Leagne,' for te protect the coliod 
frles. First ihe Hegroee wert to the leagoe house to get ‘stroctions anf bellois 
sub Lhen merchei te ine court hones, fouble file, te vote. iy fether was 6 
meander oF the Uith ant 12th legisietove Trom thie county. Be was "lected just 
Flier the Donetititionel Sorvention, wher Teris was elected governor. Two darkies, 
ditch Tenntl ani Woler Ueimeor, was “lecied rom this county <> be members of 
tik 9 Dorvwenrits one 

"horin"* ine Heomnstroction tie Wegroes cetherei in Berrisen Coumty. The 
Tankee soiers ani ‘Prego’ lew mate thouemnds of farkies “lock here for protec- 
tion, The Su Kir ween*t os strong bere anf this tlece wes heaiciarters for 
tie ‘Fresiman." Wort the 'Pregve’ Merans] seid wae Goapel., They troke up all 
thet osiness in Gewerner Eogs's time, They flivwided the county into precints 
emt tee tree serrct wer fone in tie preciats, just Like it is now 

* ge Sather +015 me thant oli Cel. Alford and nis Kinzers takin’ dnierson 
Vrigm mt te the bam. They told bin, "Fon"d better pray.’ Fright got dow on 


SE ihn the harm, The Kis shot at him fifty or sixty times, but he got axa. 
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sister durin’ the war. She'd say to me, ‘Jerry, the sooner the war is over, 
the sooner we'll be free. All the Van Zandt Negroes wanted to be free. They 
didn't understand how well they was bein’ treated till after they had to make 
their own livin’. 

“| rec'lect the time the cullud folks registered here after the war. They 
outnumbered the whites a long way. Davis was governor and all the white folks had 
to take the Iron Clad oath to vote. Carpetbaggers and Negroes run the government. 
In the early days they held the election four days. They didn’t vote in precincts 
but at the court house. The Democratic Party had no chance ti ‘timidate the 
darkies. The ‘publican party had a ‘Loyal League,’ for to protect the cullud 
folks. First the Negroes went to the league house to get ‘structions and ballots 
and then marched to the court house, double file, to vote. My father was a 
member of the 11th and 12th legislature from this county. He was ‘lected just 
after the Constitutional Convention, when Davis was elected governor. Two darkies, 
Mitch Kennel and Wiley Johnson, was ‘lected from this county to be members of 
That Convention. 

“Durin’ the Reconstruction the Negroes gathered in Harrison County. The 

Yankee sojers and “Progoe’ law made thousands of darkies flock here for protection. The Ku Klux wasn’t 
as strong here and this place was headquarters for 

the 'Freedman.’ That the ‘Progoe’ Marshal said and was Gospel. They broke up all 

that business in Governor Hogg’s time. They divided the county into precincts 

and the devilment was done in the precincts, just like it is now. 

“My father told me about old Col. Alford and his Kluxers takin’ Anderson 
Wright out to the bayou. They told him, “You better pay.’ Wright got down on 
His knees and acted like he was prayin’ till he crawled back and jumped 
Off in the bayou. The Klux shot him fifty or sixty times, but he got away. 
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The Loyal League give him money to leave on and he stayed away a long time, 
He came back to appear against Alford et his trial and when the jury gave 
Alford ninety-nine years, Anderson was glad, of course, 

"Y left the Van Zandts two years after I was freed and worked in hotels 
and on the railroad and saved up monsy and went in business, helping people 
ship cotton, I've seen a thousand cotton wagons in town at one time, I stayed 
in business till I was burnt out. I came back to Marshall and took up the brick 
mason trade daft worked at it till I got too old to hold out. 

"I've sat on the jury in the seas: justice and federal courts. I 
know enough to vote or seta a jury but I think the restriction on colored folks 
vyotin' ig all right in this State. The white folks has a good government system. 
Our leaders ain't hard-hearted people and the cullud folks is well off or better 
as if they voted, I've lived here in Marshall most all the time since I was born 
and ein't had no trouble, Aslong as the Negroes treat the white folks right, 


the white folks will treat them right. 
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JOHN MOORE, 84, was born « 
slave to Duncan Gregg, in 
Vermillionville, La., where 
he lived until ne was freed, 
In 1876 he came to Texas and 
now lives in Beannont, 


"I was twelve year old when freedom broke up. I lives 
‘tween Vermillionville and Lafayette in Louisiana and my messa's 
name Duncen Greggs and he have vurty bie farm and lots of cullud 
people, His house was two, three hun'erd yard from de nigger 
ouarters. De old grammes, dey took care of de chillen when dere 
mothers was in de fields and took dem up to de big house so de 
white folks could see ‘em play. 

"We chillens wes dress in a shirt era we was barefoot. 
Sometime dev make whet dey call moccasin out of rewhide. Spoes was 
skeerce, 

"Dey raise ae tood snd hsve grits cround in de grits mill. 
Dey reise hnawgs end meke syrup and farm erd reise chickens, Warster 
didn! ‘low de niggers to have big garden patch but sometime he ‘low 
‘em have place raise watermillion, 

"Marster have purty good house, a box-house, and have good 
furniture in it. De eullud folks have house witn chimbly in de middle 
of two rooms and ore fambly Jive on one side de chimbly and ‘nother 
fanbly on de other side de cnimbly, De chillen have pallets on de 
floor, 

"After freedom my daddy die with cholera. I don' know now many 
chillen in us fambly. My daddy's name Valmore Moore and mamma's name 
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"Tey have niggers in de fields in different squads, a hoe 
squad and a plow squad,and de overseer was pretty rapid, Iffen dey 
don! do de work dey buck dem down end whip dem. Dey tie dey hands 
and feet togedder and make ‘em put ce hands 'tween de kneew, and put 
« long stick 'tweer de hands to dey can't pull tem out, and.den dey 
whip dem in good fasnion, 

"Vhen war starts, dey have a fight st Penock Bridge, not far 
from a place dey cell La'fette. Dev burn de bridge and keep de Yankees 
from takin' de town. But de Yankees gits floatin' bridges and gits 
‘eross de beyou dat way. De Yankees comes to our place and dev go to 
de sugerhouse and tekes barrels of suger and syrup, end corn and meat 
and de white folks hides de chickens under de bed, but de old rooster 
crow and den de Yankees hear dem, 

“"Voung marster sav he gwine to war to kill + Yankee ond bring 
ne head back end ne take a servant ‘long, He didn! bring no Yankee head 
back but he brung e shot up ara, but det nurty soon git well. 

"Iffen us sick dey meke medicine out of weess, mos! bitter weed, 
boneset cey calls it. Dey bile Jerusalem oak and give it to us, 

"We nas dances sonetines and sings 

'Run, nigger, run, 
De patterroles git you; 
“un, nigger run, 
It almos! dav,! 
Or we sings 
'My old missus promise me 
Shoo als a dey, 
When she die she set me free 
Shoo a la a day. 
She live so long her head git bald, 
SpHoo a le a day, 
She give up de idea of dyin! a~-tall 


Shoo a le a day.! 
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"Sometimes we hollers de corm hollers. One was somethin! like 


this: ‘Rabbit gittin' up in a holler for niggers kotch for breakfast.! 
Sometimes my mudder jump up in de air and sing, 7 
'Sugar in de gourd, 
Sugar in de gourd, 
Iffen you wanter git 
De sugar out-—- 
R-o0-0-1-1 de gourd over,! 

"And all de time she shoutin' dat, she jumpin' rignt straight 
up in de air. 

" I heered lots about de Klu Klux. Sometimes dey want a nigger's 
place and dey put up notice he better sell out and leave. Itfen he go 
see a lawyer, de lawyer wouldn' take de case, ‘cause mos! dem in with de 
Klux. He tell de nigger he better sell. 

"T come to Texas in '76 and been here ever since. I's had 13 


chillen, I owns eignt acres in dis place now and I got de purties' corn 


in de country but de insecks give it de blues, 
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VAN MOORE, now living at 2119 

St. Charles St., Houston, Tex., 
was born on a plantation owned 
by the Cunningham family, near 
Lynchburg, Virginia. While Van 
was still a baby, his owner moved 
to a plantation near Crosby, Tex. 
Van is about 80 years 014, 


"Like I say, I's born on de first day of September, near Lynch- 
burg, in Virginy, but I's reared up here in Texas. My mauny's 
name was Mary Moore and my pappy's name was Tom Moore. Manmy ‘longed 
to de Cumninghsms but Pappy "longed to de McKinneys, what was Missy 
Cunningham's sister and her hsban'. That's how my mamay and papry 
come together, In dew days a slave man see a slave gal what he wants 
and he asks his old massa, kin he see her. Iffen she owned by someone 
else, de massa ask de gal'’s massa iffen it al right to put tem together, 
and iffen he say so, dey jus’ did, Twa'nt no Bible weddin’, like now. 
"Wemmy had 19 chillen, 10 boys and 9 gals, but all of 'em dead 
tcept me, Dey was call’ Matthew and Joe and Harris and Horace and Charley 
and Sam and Dave and Millie end Viney and Mary and Phyllis, and I forgit 
de others. 
“While I jus! a baby Massa Cunningham and he family and he slaves, 
and Massa McKinney and he slaves comes to Texas. I never did ‘member 014 
Massa Cunningham, ‘cause dey tells me he kilt by a rarin' beef, right after 
we gits to Texas. Dey say he didn't take up ‘nough slack on dat rope when 
he tryin brand de beef and de critter rared over and broke massa's back. 
"Bat I ‘members Missy Mary Ellen Cunningham, he wife, fron de time 


I's a little feller till she die. She sho! was de good wman and treated 
de slaves good, 
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"Mammy told me it dis-a-way how cane de Cunninghams and de 
McKinneys to come to Texas. When wor begin most folks back in Virginny what 
owns slaves moved further south, and lots to Louisiana and Texas, ‘case dey 
say de Yankees won't never git dat far and dey won't have to free de slaves 
iffen dey come way over here, 'Sides, dey so many slaves runnin' 'way to 
de north, back dere, Mammy say when dey starts for here in de wagons, de 
white folks tells de po' niggers, what was so ig'rant dey ‘lieve all de 
white folks tell 'em, dat where dey is goin' de lakes full of syrup and 
covered with batter cakes, and dey won't, have to work so hard, Dey tells 
‘em Gis so dey don't run away. | 

"Well, mamuy say dey comes to de lake what has round things 
on top de water. Course, dey jus' leaves, but de niggers thinks here is de 
lake with de syrup and one runs to de edge and takes de big swallow, and 
spits it out, and say 'Wmuf! ' 1 reckon he thinks dat funny syrup. 

"De plantation at Crosby was a great dig place, and after old 
Massa Cunningham kilt by dat beef Missy Ounningham couldn't keep it up and 
we goes to Galveston. Dere she has de great big house with de beautiful 
things in it, de mirrors and de silk ehairs and de rugs what soft ‘nough 
to sleep on. Missy Cunningham mighty good to us niggers and on Sunday she'd 
fill up de big wood tray with flour and grease and hawg meat, 80 we could 
have de biscuit and white bread. Mammy say back in Virginny dey called 
biscuits "xnots! and white bread 'tangle-dough.' 

"Iffen old Missy Canninghem ain't in heaven right now, den 


dere ain't none, ‘cause she so good to us we all loved her. She never 
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took de whip to us, but I heered my mamny say she knowed a slave woman what 
owned by Massa Rickets, and she workin' in de field, and she heavy with de 
chile what not born yet, and she has to set down in de row to rest. She was 
havin' de misery and couldn't work good, and de boss man had.a nigger dig a 
pit where her stomach fit in, and lay her down and tie her so she can't 
squirm ‘round none, and flog her till she lose her mind. Yes, suh, dat de 
truf, my manny say she knowed dat woman a long time after dat, and she 
never right in de head 'gain, 

"When de war broke, de Union soldiers has a camp not so far 
from we'uns and I slips down dere when old missy not lookin', ‘cause de 
soldiers give me black coffee and sugar what I takes to my mamay. I had 
to walk in de sand up to de kmees to git to dat camp. Lots more chillen 
went, too, but I never seed no cruelness by de soldiers, Dey gives you de 
sugar in de big bucket and when you puts de hand in it you could pinch de 
water out it, 'cause it not refined sugar like you gits now, but it sure 
tasted good, 

“Mammy wrops me in both de Yankee and de 'federate flags when 
I goss to dat camp, and de soldiers takes off de 'federate flag, but I 
allus weara it 'round de house, ‘cause old missy tell me to, 

“When freedom come, 01d missy tell my mammy, ‘You is free now, 
and you all jus’ have to do de best you kin,’ But mammy she never been ‘way 
from old missy in her life, and she didn't want no more freedom dan what she 


had, so we jus’ stays with old missy till she moved back to Crosby. 
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"When pappy sot free by Massa Albert McKinney, he didn't have 
nothin' - not even a shirt, so Massa Albert ‘lowed him stay and work 
"round de plantation. One day ‘fore we goes back to Cxosty, pappy come 
down to Galveston to see mammy and us chillen, ‘cause he pants to take 
us back with him. He rid all de way on a mile, carryin' a wallet what 
wes thrown over de back of de mule like de pack saddle, and he gives it 
to manmy. You know what was in dat wallet? He brung a coon and possum 
and sone corn dodger, ‘cause he thinks we don't have ‘nough to eat down 
there, Mammy she give one look at de stuff and say, ‘You, Tom, i's 
stayin' right here with old Missy Cunningham, and we hes white folks eats, ' 
and she throw de whole mess ‘way. I sho' ‘member dat happenin’, 

"But old missy gittin' poorly and, like I told you, we move back 
to Crosby and manmy and papy lives together ‘gain. I gits me some small 
work here and there till I grows up, and I's worked hard all my life. 

“All de old folks is gone now. Old missy, she die in Crosbr, and 
mamay and pa py die, $00, and is buried there. Doctor say I got dis and 
dat wrong and can't work no more, so I guess I go, too, ‘fore long, But 
I still has love for my old missy, 'cause she loved us and sho' was good 


tous, and it make me feel kinda good to talk ‘bout her and de old tines, 
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WILLIAM MOORE was born a 
Slave of the Waller family, 
in Selme, Alabama, about 
1855, His master moved to 
Mexia, Texas, during the 
Civil War. William now 
lives at 10164 Good Street, 
Dallas, Texas, 


"My mammy done told me the reason her and my paw's name 
am Moore was 'cause afore they 'longed to Marse Tom Waller they ‘longed 
to Marse Moore, but he done sold them off, 

"Marse Tom heared they gwine 'mancipate the slaves in Selma, 80 
he got his things and niggers together and come to Texas. My mammy said 
they come in covered wagons but I wasn't old 'nough to ‘member nothin! 
“pout it, The first 'lections I got is down in Limestone County, 

“Marse Tom had a fine, big house painted white and a big prairie 
field front his house and two, three farms and orchards, He had five 
hundred head of sheep, and I spent mos! my time bein' a shepherd boy, 

I starts out when I! li'l snd larns right fast to keep good ‘count of 
the sheeps. 

"Mammy's name was Jane and paw's was Ray, and I had a brother, Hd, 
and four sisters, Rachel and Mandy and Harriet and Ellen. We had a purty 
hard time to make out and was hongry lots of times. Marse Tom didn't feel 
called on to feed his hands any too much. I 'members I had a cravin' for 
victuals all the time. My mammy used to say, 'My belly craves somethin! 
and it craves meat.' I'd take lunches to the field hands and they'd say, 
‘Lewd Gawd, it ain't 'nough to stop the gripe in you belly.' We made out 


on things from the fields and rabbits cooked in li'l fires, 
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"We had li'l bitty cabins out of logs with puncheon beds and a 
bench and fireplrce in it, We chillun made out to sleep on pallets on the 
floor, 2 

"Some Sundays we went to church some place. We allus liked to go 
any place. A white preacher allus told us to 'bey our masters and work 
hard and sing and when we die we go to Heaven. Marse Tom didn't mind us 
singin! in our cabins at night, out we better not let him cotch us prayin', 

"Seems like niggers jus' got to pray. Half they life am in prayin', 

Some nigg«r take turn Vp ut to watch and see if Marse Tom anyways 'bout, 
then they circle theyselves on the floor in the cabin and pray. They git 
to moanin! low and gentle, 'Some day, some day, some day, this voke gwine 
be Lifted offen our shoulders,' 

“Marse Tom been dead long time now, I ‘lieve he's in hell. Seem 
like that where he ‘long. He was a terrible mean man and nad a indiff'ent, 
mean wife. But he had the fines', sweetes!' chillun the Lawd ever let live 


and breathe on this eerth. They's so kind and sorrowin! over us slaves, 


"Some them chillun used to read us li', things out of papers and 


books, We'd look at them papers and books like they somethin’ mighty curious, 


but we better not let Marse Tom or his wife know it! 
"Yarse Tom was a fitty man for meanness. He jus' 'bout had to beat 


somebody every day to satisfy his cravin’. He had a big bullwhip and he 


stake a nigger on the ground and make 'nother nigger hold his head down with 


his mouth in the dirt and whip the nigger till the blood run out and red up 
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the ground. We li'l niggers apant: Pouce and see it done, Then he tel] us, 
‘Run to the kitchen and git some salt from Jane.' That my mammy, she was 
cook, He'd sprinkle salt in the cut, open places and the skin jerk and 
quiver and the iaan slobber and puke, ‘Then his shirt stick to his back for 
a week or more, 

"Ny mammy had a terrible bad back once, I seen her trvin! to git 
the clothes off her back and a woman say, ‘‘hat's the matter with you back?! 
It was raw and blondy and she say Marse Tom done beat her with a handsaw 
with the teeth to her back. She died with the marks on her, the teeth holes 
goin' crosswise her back, When I's growed I asks her 'bout it and she say 
Marse Ton got mad at the cookin' end grabs her by the hair and drug her out 
the house and grabs the sew off the tool bench and whips her. 

"My paw is the first picture I got in my mind, I was settin' on maw's 
lap and paw come in and say Marse Tom loaned him out to work on e dam they's 
buildin' in Houston and he has to -o, One day word come he wes haulin! a 
load of rocks through the swamps and a low-hangin' grapevine cotched him 
under the neck and jerked him off the seat and the wagon rolled over him 
and Kilt him desd. They buried him down there somewheres, 

"One day I'm down in the hawg pen and hears a loud agony screamin! up 
to the house, When I eit a close I see Marse Tom got mamy tied to a tree 
with her clothes pulled down and he's layin’ it on her with the bullwhip, 
and the blood am runnin! down her eyes and off her back, I goes crazy. I 
sey, 'Stop, Marse Tom,' and he swings the whip and don't reach me good, but 


it cuts jus! the same, I sees Miss Marvy standin' in the cookhouse door. I 
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runs round crazy like and sees aie rock, and I takes it and throws it end 
it cotches Marse Tom in the skull and he goes down like a poled ox, Miss 
Mary comes out and lifts her paw and helps him in the house and then comes 
and helps me undo mammy, Mammy and ne takes to the woods fir On, three 
months, I guess. My sisters meets us and grease mammy's back end brings us 
victuals. Purty soon they say it am safe for us to come in the cabin to 
eat at night and thev watch for Marse Ton, 

“One day Marse Tom's wife am in the yard end she calls me and say she 
got somethin! for me, She keeps her hand under her apron. She keeps beggin! 
me to come up to her. She say, 'Gimme -rou hand,' I reaches out my hand and 
she grabs it and slips a slip knot rope over it, I sees then that's what she 
had under her apron and the other end tied to a 1il!l bush. I tries to get 
loose and runs round and I trips her up and she falls and breaks her arm, 

I gits the rope off my arm and runs. 

"“Zemmy and me stays hid in the bresh then, We sees Sam and Billie and 
they tell us they am fightin! over us niggers. Then they done ld us the 
niggers 'clared to Marse Tom they ain't gwinebeno nore beatin's and we could 
come up and stay in our cabin ond they'd see Marse Tom didn't mh nothin',. 

And that's what mammy end me did, Sam end Billie was two the biggest niggers 
on the place and they done got the shotguns out the house some way or 'tother, 
One day Marse Tom em in a rockerion the porch and Sam and Billie am standin! 


é 


by with the guns. We all seen five white men ridin! up. When they gits near 
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Sam say to Marse Tom, 'First white man sets hisself inside that rail fence 
gite it from the gun.' Marse Tom waves the white men to go back but they 
geallpps right up to the fence and swings off they hosses, | 

"Marse Tom say, 'Stay outside, gen'man, please do, I hone change my 
mind,' They say, 'What's the matter here? We come to whip you niggers like 
you done hire us to,!' . 

“Marse Tom say, 'I done change my mind, but if you stay outside I'll 
bring you the money,! 

"They argues to come in but Marse Tom outtalk them and they say they'11 
go if he brings them they three dollars apiece, He takes them the a and 
they goes ‘way. | 

"Marse Tom cuss and rare, but the niggers jus' stay in the woods and fool 
tway they time, They say 1% ain't no use to work for nothin' all them days. 

"One day I'm in a ‘simon tree in middle a 11'1 pond, eatin' ‘simmons, and 
my sister, Mandy, come runnin'. She say, 'Us niggers am free,* I looks over 
to the house and seen the niggers pilin' they 1i', bunch of clothes and things 
outside they cabins, Then mammy come runnin' with some other Hpeena’ and mammy 
Was head runner, I clumb down out that tree and run to meet her, She say 
Marse Tom done told her he gwine keep me and pay her for it. She's a-scared 
I'll stay if I wants to or not and she begs me not to, 

"We gits up to the house and all the niggers standin' there with they 


1li', bundles on they head and they all say, 'Where we goin'?' 
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(Mammy said, 'I don't know where you all gwine but me, myself, am gwine 
to go to Miss Mary.' So att the niggers gits in the cart with mammy and we 
goes to Miss Mary. She meets us by the back door and say, ubGne in, Jane, 
and all you chillen and all the rest of you, You can see my door em open and 
my smokehouse door am open to vou and I'll bed you down till we figurates a 
way for eum 

"We all cries and sings and preys and was so 'cited we didn't eat no 
supper, though mammy stirs up some victuals. 

"Tt warn't long afore we found places to work, Miss Mary found us a 
place with a fine white man and we works on sharance and drifts round to some 
other places and lives in Corsinana for ewhile and, buys mamy a 1i'l house and 
she died there. 

"I got married and had ere chillen, cute, fetchin' 1i'1 chillen, and 
they went to school. Wasn't no trouble Mhout school then, but was when 'manci- 
pation come, My brother Ed was in school then and the Ku Klux ceme and drove 
the Yankes lady and gen'man out and closed the school, 

"My chillen growed up and my wife died and I spent mos! my days workin! 
hard on farms, Now Itm old and throwed 'way. But I'm thankful to Gawd and 


praiseful for the pension what lets me have @ lity, somethin' to eat and a 


place to stay. 
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MANDY MORROW, 80, was bern a slave 
ef Ben Baker, near Georgetown, Texas. 
Mr, Baker ewned Mandy's grandparents, 
Parents, three brethers and one sister. 
After she was freed, Mandy was Gev. 
Steph Hegg's ceek while he eccupied 
the Gevernor's Mansien in sustin. 
She married several times and gave 
birth to eight children. Twe ef her 
sens were in the Werld War and one 
was killed in action. She new re- 
céives a $11.00 O1d Age Pensien check 
each month, and lives at 341] Prairie 
Ave., Fort Werth, Texas. 


"Masse, I don! knew 'zactly how eld I is, ‘cause I never gits 
de statement from my massa. My daddy keep dat recerd in he Bible and 
I don't know whe has it. But I's eld 'nough fer te "member de war 
‘couse I carries uncle's lunch te him and sees de 'federate sejers 
practicin', 

“One day I steps e 1i'1 while and watch de sejers and dey an 
practicin! shettin', and I seed one sejer drap after de shot. Den dere 
Lets of 'citement, and she! 'nough, dat sojer dead. Dev says it's 
a accident. 

"Its bern in Burnet County on Masse's farm, and I has three 
brethers call Lewis and Menree and Hale, and one sister, Mollie. Most 
de time Massa am in de town, ‘cause he have blackamith shep dere, 

Frem what I's larnt bv talk with other slaves, we's lucky slaves, 

"cause dere no sich thing as whippin'’ en our farm, She', dere's spankin's, 
and I's de one what gits dem frem my mammy, ‘cause I's de pestin' chile, 
inte seniething all de time, I gits in de devilment. 


"Massa smeked and I 'cides te try it, se I gits ene mld pipe and 
seme heme-cured tebaccy and gees te de barn and cevers up with de hay. 
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Mammy miss me, ‘cause everything am quiet 'reund. She leek fer me and ceme 
te de barn and hears d¢ crinklin' ef de hay. She pulls me out ef dat and 
den dere am plenty ef fire put on my rear and I sees lets ef smeke, I sho! 
'members dat 'sperience! | 

"We all lives in ene big family, 'cept us have dinin' reen fer de 
cullud felks., Grandpappy am ae carpenter and 'ceuse ef dat us quarters 
fixed fine and has reg'iar windews and hendmade chairs and a real weed 
floor, | 

"Mammy and my grandma am ceeks and pewerful geed and dey's larnt 
me and dat hew I ceme te be a cook, Like everybedy dem times, us raise 
"everything and makes preserves and cure de meats. De hams and bacens am 
smeked. Dere am ne hickery weed 'reund but we uses de cerncobs and dey 
makes de fine flaver in de meat. Many's de day I watches de fire in 
dat smekeheuse and keeps it lew, to git de smoke flaver, I fellews 
de ceekin' when I gits big and gees fer myself and I never wants fer de 
Job, 

"When surrender breaks all us stay with Massa fer geod, leng spell. 
When pappy am ready te go fer hisself, Massa gives him de team ef mules 
and de team ef oxen and seme hawgs and ene cew and seme chickens. Dat 
give him de geed start, | 

"My uncle gits de blacksmith shep frem de Massa and den him and 
peppy gees together and dees de blacksmithin' and de heulin', I stays 
in Geergetown 'beut 20 year and den I gees te Austin and dere I works 


fer de big felks. After I been dere 'beut five year, Gev'ner James 
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Stephen Hegg sends fer me te be cook in de Mansion and dat de best cook 
jeb I's ever had, De gev'ner am mighty fine man and se am he wife. She 
an net ef de geod health and allus have de misery, and befe' leng she 

say te me, 'Mandy, I's gwineter 'pend on vou witheut my watchin'.' Massa 
Hegg allus say I dees wenders with dat feed and him preud fer te have him 
friends eat it, | 

"Yes, suh, de Gov'ner am de geed man. Yeu knews, when he old 
nigger mammy die in Temple, him drap all he werk and gees te de fun'ral 
and dat show him den't forgit de inated 

'Ne, suh, I agit knew de names of de peeple what cemes te 
de Mansien te eat. I hears dem talk but hew yeu 'spese die igne'mus | 
nigger unnerstend wheat dey talks 'beut. Lewd A-mighty! Day talks and 
talks and ene thing make ‘pressien en my mind. De Gev'ner talk lets 
‘peut railreads. 

"I works for de Gev'ner till he wife die and den I's quit, 
‘cause I doen't — bessin! by de heusekeeper what den't knew much 'deut 
ceekin' and am allus fustin' 'reund,. 

"I ceoks here end yonder and den gits mixed up with dat mar-~ 
risge. De fust hitch lasts 'beut one year and de nex' hitch lasts 'beut 
two year ond 'beut feur years later I tries it "gain ard dat time it lasts 
till I has twe chillen, Three year dat hitch lasts. After 'while I mar- 
ries Sam Merrew and dat hitch sticks till Sam dies in 1917, I has six 
chillen bv him. 


"My twe eldes' beys jines de army and gees to France and de 
yeung ene gits kilt and de ether cemes heme. All my chillen scattered new 
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end I den't knew where they's at. In 1920 I's married de last time and 
dat hitch lasts ten years end us sep'rate in 1930, 'cause dat man am ne 
geod. Why fer I wants a man what ain't ef de service te oat If I wants 
de pet, den I gits de dawg er de cat. Shucke! It didn't take me leng. 
When dey den't satisfy dis nigger, I transperts dem. 

"De last five and six year I dees li'l work, 'cause I den't 


heave ne substance te me no mere. I's Jus! 'dout were eut. I gits dat 


pension frem de state every menth and with dat $11.00 I has te git en. 
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PaTSY MOSES, 74, was born in 
Fort Bend Co., Texas, a slave of 
the Arnstrong family. She tells 
of charms and "conjure," many 


learned from ex-slaves, Patsy 
lives at Mart, Texas. 


"I was bo™n in Fort Bend County, about de year 1863. My 
daddy's old master by name of Armstrong brang my folks from Tennessee, 
My own daddy and mammy was named Preston and lucy Armstrong, Mammy's grand- 
dad was Uncle Ned Butler, and he 'longed to Col. Butler, in Knoxville, in 
Tennessee, Old master sold he plantation and come to Texas jes' befo! 
freedom, ‘cause nobody thunk dey'd have to free de slaves in Texas. 

"My great grand-dad fit iy a Rev'lutionarvy War and my own 
daddy fit in de war for freedom, with he master,for bodyguard, He had some 
fingers shot off in de battle and was tooken pris'ner by dem Yankees, but he 
run ‘way and come back to he master and he master was wounded and come home. 
Den he moved to Texas befo' I's born, 

“My old grand-dad done told me all ‘bout conjure and voodoo and 
luck charms and signs. To dream of clear water lets you know you is on de right 
side of Gawd. De old voodoo doctors was dem what had de most power, it seen, 
over de nigger befo' and after de war. Dev has meetin' places in secret and 
& voodoo kettle and nobody know what am put in it, maybe snakes and spiders 
and human blood, no tellin' what, Folks a1] come in de dark of de moon, old 
doctor wave he arms and de folks crowd up close. Dem what in de voodoo strips 
to de waist and commence to dance while de drums beats. Dey dances faster and 
faster and chant and pray till dey falls down in a heap. 

"De armour bearers hold de candles high and when dey sways and 


chants dey seize with power what sends dem leapin' and whirlin'. Den de 
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time dat old doctor work he spell on dem he wants to conjure. Many am de 
spell he casts den days. Iffen he couldn't work it one way, he work it 
‘nother, and when he die,do he stay >uried? No, sir! He walks de street 
and many seed he ghost wavin' he arms. 

"De conjure doctor, old Dr. Jones, walk ‘bout in de black coat like 
a preacher, and wear sideburns and uses roots and sich for he medicine.’ He larnt 
‘pout dem in de piney woods from he old granny. He didn't cast spells like de 
voodoo doctor, but uses roots for smallpox, and rind of bacon for mumps and 
sheep-wool tea for whoopin' cough and for snake bite he used alum and saltpeter 
and bluestone mix with brandy or whiskey, 

"He could break conjure spells with broth. He take he kettle and put 
in splinters of pine or hickory, jes' so dey has bark on dem, covers dem with 
water and puts in de conjure salt. 

"4 good charm bag am meke of red flannel with frog bones and @ piece 
of snakeskin and some horse hairs and a spoonful of ashes. Dat bag pertect 
you from you enemy. Iffen dat bag left by de doorstep it make a@]1 kind mis- 
fortune and sicknesses and blindness and fits. 

"De big, black nigger in de corn field mos! allus had three charms 
round he neck, to make him fort'nate in love, and to keep him well and one for 
Lady Luck at dice to be with him, Den if yo. has indigestion, wear a penny round 
de neck, 

"De power of de rabbit foot am great. One nigger used it to run away with. 
His old granny done told him to try it and he did. He conjures hisself by takin! 


a good, soapy bath so de dogs can't smell him and den say a hoodoo over he rabbit 


Ex-slave Stories Page Three ‘ 
(Texas) qA4 


foot, and go to de creek and git a start by wadin', Dey didn't miss him till he 
clear gone and dat show what de rabbit foot done for him, 
"1G, Molly Cottontail, 
Be shot not to fail, 
Give me you right hind foot, 
My luck won't be for sale,! 

"De zraveyard rabbit am de best, kilt by a cross-eyed pusson, De niggers 
all "lieved Gen. Lee carried a rabbit foot with him. To keep de rabbit foot's 
luck workin', it good to pour so..e whiskey on it once in a while. 

"If you has a horseshoe over you door, be sho’ it from de left, hind foot 
of a white hoss, but a gray hoss am better'n none, 

"Conjures am sot with de dark or light of de moon, to make things waste 
or grow. Iffen a hen crow, it best to wring her neck and bake her wit: cran-~ 
terry sauce and gravy and forgit ‘tout her crowin'. Everybody know dat. 


"IT larnt all dem spells from my daddy and mammy and de old folks, and 


most of dem things works iffen you triea dem. 
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ANDY NELSON, 76, is leader of a small 
rural settlement of negroes known as 
Moser Valley, ten miles east of Fort 
Worth on State Highway #15. He was 
born a slave to J. Wolt, on a Denton 
County farm, and his mother belonged 
to Dr. John Barkswell, who owned an 
adjoining farm. At the death of his 
father he was sold to Dr. Barkswell. 
When freed, he and his mother came to 
Birdville and later moved to Moser 
Valley, which derives it name fron 
Telley Moses, who gave his farm to his 
slaves, and sold parcels to other ne- 
geroes. 


"Y dont member such 'bout de war, but I was bo'n in 
slavery near de line of Tarrant County, in 1861. My master 
was named Wolf, but "bout de end of de war he sells me to 
Dr. Barkswell, who owns my manny. 

"When de war is over we gits out and comes to Birdville 
and after three years Master Moser gives my mamy 17 acres of lan'. 
He omed lots of slaves and gives ‘em all some land for a home, 

"For ten, twelve years after de war, de Klux gits after de 
niggers who is gittin' into devilment. De cullud folks sho! 
quavered when they thought de Klan was after them. One nigger 
crawls up de chimney of de fireplace and that nigger soon gits 
powerful hot and has to come out. You should of seen that nigger. 
He warn't lumen lookin', He is all soot, fussed up, choked and 
skeered, Dey warn't after him but wants to ask him if he kmows 
whar other niggers is hidin’. I was too young to git in no pickle- 


ment with de Klux, 


‘Years after dat, I'se married and have four, five chillens, 


alo 
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and I'se comin! home, I'se stopped by seven men on hosses end dey 
all has rifles and pistols. I says t myself, 'De Klux sho' have come 
back and dey is gwine to git me. It sho’ looke like troublement.! 

"One of dem weighs ‘bout 135 pounds and hes dark hair and 
complexiun, and he says to me, 'Nigger, whar's de lower Dalton cros~ 
sin'? Dere was two crossin's of de Trinity River, de upper and de 
lower, I says, ‘De upper crossin' is back yonder, ! 

"He says, 'I knows wher de upper crossin' is, I*se askin' you 
whar de lower one is. Don' fool with us, nigger ' 

"Dere was a big fellow, ‘bout 250, settin' in de saddle and 
sorta ant goglin', with his gun pointin' at me. De hole in de end of 
dat gun looked big as a cannon, He was mean lookin! aid chewin' a 
quid of terbaccy. He says, 'You is goin! with us to de crossin.' 
Lead de way.* Den I gits de quaverment powerful bad. I knows I'se 
a gone nigger. 

"I says to dem, *I done nothin’,' and de big fellow raises 
his gun and says, 'Git goin’, nigger, to dat lower crossin', or you'll 
ve a dead nigger.' 

"On de way I never says a word, but I'se prayin' de good Lawd 
to save dis nigger. When we reached de crossin", I says to myself, 
'Dis am de end,' 

"De little fellow says, 'Do you know who I is?' I says, 'No,' 

"He says, 'I'se Sam Bass. ° 

"I'se heered of Sam Bass, everybody had in dem days. He was 


leader of a band. 
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"He says, ‘We don' want novody to know we been here, Which 
you ruther be, a dwad nigger befo' or after tellin’?! 

"De big fellow says, ‘Make a sno' jon. A dead nigger cain't 
talk,' and den starts raisin’ de gun. 

"I wants to talk, but I'se so skeered I can' say one word. 

"Den Sem Bass says, 'No, no! Let him go,' and den I knows de 
Lawd has heered dis nigger's prayers. 

"Dey tells me dey's comin' back if I tells and I promised not 
to tell. I'se skeered for a week after dat, 

"In a few weeks, I hears dat Sam Bass is killed at Round Rock, 
Den I tells, 

"Dat's de las' troublement I'se been in, Since dat I'se been 
busy earnin' vittles for de family. I'se been married 40 years and 
wetuns has 14 chillen and 10 of ‘em are livin'. If it warn't for dis 
farm and de work white folks give me, I don' know how I could of got 
on. We gits a pension of $21 every month from de state and dat helps 
a heap. 

"I'se never had no schoolin', Dey used to think us cullud folks 
has no use for edumacation. I thinks diff'rent and sends my chillen 


to school, Dey reads to me from de papers and sich. 


SHKSSEHER EES 
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VIRGINIA NEWMAN was freeborn, the 
daughter of a Negro boat captein 

and a part Negro, part Indian moth- 
er, When e voung girl, Virginia 
apprenticed herself, and says she 

was nuvsegirl in the family or Gov, 
Foster, of Louisiana. ‘ne does not 
know her age, but savs she saw the 
"Stars fall" in 1833, Sne has the 
appearance of extreme old age, and 

is generally conceded to be 109 years 
old or more, She now lives in Bea- 
mont, Texas. 


when de stars fall I's 'hout six year old, They didn! 
fall on de grout. They cross de sky like a millions of firebugs, 

"My fus' name Georgia Turner, 'cause my psopy's neme George 
Turner, and he a freeborm nigger man, He's captain of a boat, but 
toey cell 'em vessels them days. It have livin! ouarters in it end 
ao beck and forth 'tween dis place and dat and go back to Atricy, too. 

"iv grandmudder, she an Africy woman. They brung her free~ 
born from Africy and sone people what knowed things one time tol! us 
we 09 proud but us had reason to oe proud, My grandmudder's fambly 
in Africy was a pence prince of de rulin' people. My udder grandmudder 
was a pure bred Indian woman and sne raise all my mudder's chillen. My 
uuader name Eli Chivers. 

"When I's small I live with my srandwudder in a old log cabin 
on the ribber, 'wey out in ae bresh jus’ like de wuer Tuaiamus live, I's 
boru on my fadder's big; doat, ‘way below Grades Island, close by Franklin, 
in Louisiana. They tells me oe carry cargo of cotton in de mili of de 
boat, and when I's still li'l they puts out to sea, and grandmudder, Sareh 


urner her name, -2 us and kep! us with her in defabin, 
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"Us didn’ have stick of furniture in de house, no bed, no chair, 

no nothin'. Us cut saplings boughs for bed, with green moss over ‘sn, 
Us was happy, though. Us climb trees and play. It was hard sometime 
to git things to eet so far in de woods and us eat mos’ everything what 
run or crewl or fly outdoors, Us est many rattlesnake and then's fine 
eatin'. Je shoot de snake and skin him and cut him in Li'l dices. Den 
us stew him slow witn lots ox brown gravy. 

"They allus askin' me now make hoe-cake like we et. Jus! take 
de cornmeal and salt and water and make patties with de hands and wrop 
de sof! patties in cabbege leafs, stir out de ashes and put de patties 
in de hot ashes, Dat was good. 

"Qne my grandradders e old Mexicen man call Old Man Saewar. ALL 
de grandfolks was freeborn and raise de chillen de same, but when us gits 
big they tell us do what we wants. Us could stay in de wooas and be free 
or go up to live with de white folks, I's a purty big gal when I goes 
up to de big house and 'prentice myself to work for de Fosters, Dey heve 
big plantation at Franklin and lots of slaves, One time de Governor cripple 
in he leg and I do nothin’ but nuss him. 

iI's been so long in de woods and don' see nobody much dat T love it 
up with de white folxs, Dey 'lowed us have dances and when dat old 'cordian 
starts to pley, itfen I ain't git my hair comb yit, it don't git comb, De 
boss man like to see de niggers ‘ov demselves, Us dance de quarrille, 

"Us have 'ceptionel marsters. My fodder sick on Marster Lewis' plan~ 


tation and can't walk and de marster brung him a 'spensive reclinin' chair. 


Old Judge Lewis was his merster, 
owlee 
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"I git marry from de plantation and my busban! he name 
Beverly Newnam and he from de lewis plantation in Opelousas. They read 
out'n de Book and after de readin! us have lots of white folks to come 
end watch us have big dance, | 

"When a migger do wrong den, they didm' send him to de pen. 
They put him ‘cross a barrel and strep nim benia', 

"When fightin’ ‘gin, all our white folks and us slaves have 
to go 'way from Louisiams. Opelousas and them place was free long time 
‘tore de udders, Us strike out for Texas and it took mos' a year to walk 
trom de Bayou la Fouche to de Brazos Shteene: I have to tote my two li'l 
boys, dat was Jonsh and Simon. They coulan' neitner walk yit. Us have 
de luggage im de ox cart and us have to walk, Dey was gome mo! eullud 
people and white and de mud drag de feetses and aie up de wheels so 
dey couldn! even move. Us all walk barefeets and our feets break and run 
they so sore, and blister for months, It cold and hot sometime and rain 
and us got no house or no tent. 

"De white folks seieics in Jasper county, on a plantation dere. 
After while feed come to Texas, too, but mos! de slaves stay round de 
old marsters. I's de nie ane what go back to Louisiana, After Ge ear 
ny fembly git breke up and my three oldes' chillen never see de 1i'1 ones, 
Dose later chillen, dey's eignt livin’ now out'n aine what was born since 
slavery and my fourth chile die seven year ago when she 75 year old. 

"When I git back to Kouisiana I come to be a midwife and I 


brung so many babies here I can't count. De old priest say I ought to have 


& big book with all their names to 'member by. 
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“It were "bout dis time I have my fur! bought dress and it was 
blue guinea with yaller spots, It were long at de ankle and aces with 
a body wais', Us wore lots of unmerwesr and I aia't take 'en off yit. 

"I never been sick, I's jus! weak. I almos' go blia! some time 


back but now I git. my secom' sight and I sees well 'nough to sew, 
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MARGRETT NILLIN, 90, was born 
a Slave to Charles Corneallus, 
at Palestine, Texas. After 
they were freed, Margrett and 
her mother moved to Chamber's 
Creek, Texas. She now lives 
with one of her children at 
1013 W. Peach St., Fort Worth, 
Texas. 


"Yas, sar, I's de old slave, and ‘bout my age, I am young 
womam when de War started. Mus! be 90 for sure and maybe more. My 
marster's name was Charles Corneallus and hims owned a small farm 
near Palestine and hin had jus! four slaves, my mammy, my sister and 
my cousin and me, I don' know 'bout my pappy, for reason he's sold 
'fore I's born and I ain' never seed hin, 

"I tell you Thout de ‘anes Dere was a cabin with bunks 
tor to sleep om ana fireplace for te cook in, No window was in dat 
cabin, just a hole with a swingin’ door and dat lets flies in durin! 
de summer end col! in durin' de winter. But if you smt!'s det window 
dat shut out de light. 

"De marster aint de boss of dis nigger, 'cause I ‘longs — 
to Missy Cormeallus and she don' ‘low any other person boss me, My 
work was in de big house, sich as sewing, knitting and 'tending Missy, 
I keeps de flies off her with de fan and I does de fetching for her, 
sich as water and de smack for to eat, and de likes, Wher she goes 
to fix for sleep I combs her hair and rubs her feet. I can't ‘member 
dat she speak any cross words to dis nigger. 

WQur marster, he good to us and take wefuns to church, 


And whuppiat, not on him place. De worst am scoldia', Not masy have 
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sich a good hone, ‘cause lots gits 'bused powerful bad. Marster's 
neighbor, he's mean to nis niggers and whups ‘em awful, De devil sno! 
have dat man now! 

'My mammy git de p'sentment lots of times, Often im de mornin! 
she say to me, 'Chile, dere am ett be someone die, I seed de angels 
last night and dat am sno! sign,’ Sno! 'nough, 'fore ties we heered 
someone has died. Some says de haunts brings p'sentment to mammy. 

"Bore de Wer I hears de white folks talking 'bout it. I ‘members 
hearin' 'bout someone fires on de fort and den de mens starts jinin' 
de army. De marster didn’ go and his boy too young. We didn' hear 
lots 'bout de War and de only way we knows it goin' on, sometimes 
wetuns couldn!’ git 'nough to cake | 

"After freedom we'uns gen ae Klux end dey is round our place but 
dey not come after us. Dey comes across de way ‘bout a nigger call 
Johnson, and him are under him house, but dey makes him come out 
end gives him some licks and what de bellow come from dat nigger! 
Him had git foolishment in him head and dey come to him for dat, 

"After de war mammy and me goes to Chamber's Creek and takes 
de sewin' for make de livin'. We gits ‘long all right after awhile, 
and den I marries Ben Nillin. He dies 'vout fifteen year 2g° and 
now I lives with my son,Tom, and don’ work 'cause I's too old, 

"What I likes bes, to be slave or free? Well, it's dis way. 

In slavery I owns nothin'and never owns nothin’. In freedon I's 
own de home and raise de family. All dat cause me worryment and in 


slavery I has no worrynent, but I takes de freedom, 
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JOHN OGEB, 96 years old, was 
born in Morgan City, La., in 
1841, the property of Alred 
Williams, John ran away to 
join the Uniom Army and served . 
three years, He recalls Sher-- 
man's march through Georgia 

and South Carolina and the 
siege of Vicksburg. He came 

to Jefferson County in 1870, : 
and has lived there since, 


"IT was born near Morgan City, Louisiana in a old log cabin 
with a dirt floor, one big room was all, suh. My mother and father 
and four chillen lived in that room, 

The marster, he live in a big, old house near us, I 'member 
it was a big house and my mudder done the cleanin' and work for them, 
I jus' played round when I's growin' and the fus' work I done, they 
start me to plowin', 

"T haven't got "lection like I used to, but I ‘members when 
I's in the army. hong 'bout '63 I go to the army and there was four 
of us who run away from home, me and my father end nother man named 
BZmanuel Young and 'nother wan, but I disremember his name now, The 
Yankees comed 'bout a mile from us and they took every ear of corn, 
kilt every head of stock and thirteen hawgs and ‘bout fifteem beeves, 
and feed their teams and themselves. They pay the old lady in Con- 
fed'rate money, pat it weren't long 'fore that was no money at all. 
When we think of all that good food the Yankees done got, we jus* up 
and jine up with them. We figger we git lots to eat and the res’ we 
jus! didu't figger. When they lef' we lef'. My father got kilt from 
an ambush, in Miss'ippi - I think it was Jackson, 


"We went to Miss'ippi, then to South Carolina, I wert through 
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Georgia and South Carolina with Sherman's army. The fus! battle lasts 
two days and nights sx they was "bout 800 men kilt, near's I kin ‘member, 
Some of 'em you could find the heed end not the body. That was the battle 
of Vicksburg. After the battle it took three days to bury them what got 
kilt and they had eight mile throw big furrows back this way, and put tem 
in and cover ‘em up. In that town was a well ‘bout 75 be 80 feet deep 
and they put 19 dead bodies in that well end fill her up. m 

"after the war we went through to Atlanta, in Georgia and stay 
"bout three weeks. Finally we come back to Misstippi when surrendér come. 
The nigger troops was mix with the others but they wasn't no nigger offi- 
cers, | 

"After the wie I come home and the old marster he didn! fuss at 
me bout going to war and for long time I work on the old plantation for 
wages. I ‘member then the Klu Klux come and when thet happen I come to 
Texas, They never did git me but some they got and kilt. I knowed several 
men they whip purty bad. I know Narcisse Young, they tell him they was 
comin', He hid in the woods, in the trees and he open fire and cil. t- seven 
of them, They was a cullud man with them and after they goes, - comes 
back and asks cn he git them desd bodies, Narcisse let him and then 
Narcisse he lef! and goes to New Orleans. 

"Tl thinks it great to be with the Yankees, but I wishes I hadnt 
after I got there. When you see 1,000 guns point at you I knows you 
wishes you'd stayed in the woods, 

"The way they did was put 100 men in front and they git shoot 


and fall down, and then 100 men behin' git up and shoot over ‘em and that 


the way they goes forward, They wasn't no goin' back, ‘cause them ner 
behin' you would shoot you, I seed tem fightin’ close 'nough to knock 
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one 'nother with a Sig awe, i didn! sée no breech loaders guns, they was 
all muskets, muzzle loaders, and they shoot a ball ‘bout big as your finger, 
what you calls a minnie—ball. 
"IT come to Taylor's Bayou in '70 and rid stock long time for 
Mister Arceneaux and Mister Moise Broussard and farms some to, Then I 
comes to Beaumont when I's too old to work no more, and liwes with one 


of ny girls. 
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ANNIE OSBORNE, 931, was born 
in Atlanta, Georgia, a slave 
of Tom Bias. She was 'refugeed' 
to Louisiana by the Bias family, 
before the Civil War, and remain- 
ed there with them for two years 
after she was freed. She has 
lived in Marshall, Texas, since 
1869. 


"Yes, suh, I's a Georgia nigger. I ‘longed to Massa Tom Bias, and 
he lived in Atlanta, I couldn't state jus! how old I is, but I knows 
I was eleven years old when we come to Marshall, and thats in 1869, 

"Wemmy was Lizzie and born in Atlanta, and I's heared her say she 
was give to Tom Bias to settle a dept her owner owed. I don't know nothin! 
"bout my daddy, 'cept he am named Tom Bias, and that am massa's name, So I 
guess he's my daddy. But I had two brothers, Frank and James, and I don't 
know if Massa Bias was they daddy or not. 

"Massa Bias Fefugees me and my mammy to Mansfield, in Lavisiana when 
Its jus! a baby. They come in wagons and was two months on the way, and the 
big boys and men rode hossback, but all the niggers big 'nough had to walk. 
Massa Bias openes a farm twelve mile from Mansfield. My mammy plowed and 
hoed and chopped and pices cotton and jus! as good as the menfolks. I allus 
worked in the weak. nussin the white chillen and spinnin' and housework, Me 
and my brother, Frank, slep'! in Missy Bias house on a pallet. No matter how 
cold it was we slep on that pallet without no cover, in front the fireplace. 

"Old man Tom never give us no money and half 'nough clothes. — I had 
one dress the year round, two lengths of cloth sewed together, and I didn't 
know nothin' "bout playin' neither. If I made too much fuss they put me 
under the bed. My white folks didn't teach us nothip' ‘cept how they could 


put the whip on us. I had to put on a kmittin' of stockin's in the mornin! 
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and if I dida't git it out by might, Missy put the lash on me. 

"My nammy as seared ef old Tom Bias as if he was a bear. ‘She worked in 
the field all day and come in at night and help with the stock. After supper they 
made her spin cloth, Massa fed well 'nough, but made us wear our old lowel 
clothes till they most fell off us, We was treated jus! like animals, bat seme 
owners treated they stock better'n old Tom Bias handled my folks, I. still got 
a scar ever my right eye where he put me in the dark two aonthe We had a young 
cow and when she had her first calf they sent me to milk her, and she kicked me 
and rum me round a 1i'l pine tree, fightin' and tryin' to hook me. Massa and missy 
standin' in the gate all the time, hollerin' to me to make the cow stand still. | 
T got clost to her and she kicked me off the stool and I run to the gate, and 
massa grab me and hit me 'cross the eye with a leather strap and I couldn't see 
out my right eve for two months. He am dead now, but I's gwine tell the truth 
"bout the way we was treate1. 

"I could hear the guns sihueael ae ane Gas. tb wonad. Idee & Muieder 
storm when them cannons boomin!, Didn't nary one our menfolks go to war, I 
know my brother say, ‘Annie, when them cannons stops boomin’ we's gwine be 
al. freed from old Massa Tom's beatin's. | | 

"But massa wouldn't let us go after surrender. My mammy pretends to 
go to tom and takes Frak and goes to Mansfield and asks the Progoe Marshal 
What to do. He say we's free as old man Tom and didn't have to stay no more. 
Frank stays in town and memmy brings a paper from the ababee but she's sceered 
to give it to Massa Tom, Me and James out in the yard makin' soap. I's totin! 

. water fron the spring and James Zetchin' fireweod to put round the pot. Mammy 


tells James to keep goin' next time he goes after wood and her and me come round 


ame 
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‘nother way and meets him down the road. That how we got ‘way from old man 
Bias, Me and mammy walme off and leaves a pot of soap bilin' in the backyard. 
We sot our pails dow at the spring and ait through the fitld and meets James” 
down the biz road. We left ‘bout ten o'clock that mornin' and walks all day till 
it sterts to git dark, 7 
"Phen we comes to a white man's house and asks could we stay all night. He 

give us 2 good supper and let us sleep in his barn bed breakfast next mornin! and 
nis wife fixes up some victuals in a box and we starts to Mansfield. We was 
sceered most to d:ath when we come to that man's house, fear he'd take us back to 
old man ies, But we had to have aiaetiin’ +o sek from somewheres. When manny 
tells him how we left ola men Bias, he says, 'That damn pet ought to be Ku 
Klured.' He told us not to be 'fraid. 

@e come to Mansfield and finds Frank and mammy hires me and James out to 
a white widow lady in Mansfield, and she sho’ a good, sweet soul, She told mamy 
to come on and stay there with us till she git a job. We staved with her tw 
years, | 

"Then old man Charlie Stewart brung us to Marshall, and when I's eighteen 
I merries and lives with him twenty-six years, He worked on the railroad and 
helped move the shops from Hallsville to Marshall, He laughed and said the first 
engine they rum from here to Jefferson had a flour barrel for a smokestack, He 
died and I married Tom Osborne, but he's dead eight years. 

"I raises a whole pzesel chillen and got a passel grandchillen. They allus 
brings me a hen or somethin’. My boy is cripple and lives with me,and my gal's 
husband works for Wiley Cellege. Old man Bias’ son got in jail and sent for me. 


He say, ‘amie, you is my sister, and help me git out of jail.' I told him I 


didnt help him in and wouldn't help him out. I washed and ironed and now gits 
$9.00 pension, My bey got his leg cut off by the railroad. He can't do mch. 
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HORACE OVERSTREET was born in 
Harrison Co,, Fexae, in 1856, 

& slave of K. Js Hall. Be was 
brought to Beaumont when a youth 
and still lives there, 


"] dorm near Marshall what was de county seat and my master 
was call Hall. My mother name Jennie and my father's name Josh. He 
come back from de ‘federate War and never got over it, He in de amy 
with he young massa, 

“Dat old plantation must have been ‘bout 200 acres a even mo', 
and ‘bout 50C head of slaves to work it, Massa Hell, he big lawyer and 
bought more niggers every year, He kep' a overseer what was white and 
a nigger driver. Sometime dey whip de slaves for what dey call 
disdedjouce. Dey tie ‘en down and whip fem. But I was raise’ ‘round 
je house, ‘cause I a fav'rite nigger, 

“De niggers didn't heave no furniture much in dere houses, maybe 
de bedstead nail up to de side de house, and some old seats and benches. 
De rations was meat and meal and syrup ‘lasses. Dey give ‘em de shirt 
to wear, made out of lowers. Dat what dey make de cotton sack out of, 
De growed people has shoes, but de chillen has no need. 

"Christmas tine and Tourth July dey have de dance, jus! a reg'lar 
eld breakdown dance. Some was dancin! Swing de Corner, and some in de 
middle de floor cuttin’ de chicken wing. Dey has banjo pickers. Seem 
like my folks was happy when dey starts dancin’. Iffen dey start without 
de permit, de patterroles run up on dem and it 150 lashes. Law, dem 
niggers sho! scatter when de patterroles comes. Jus' let a nigger git 


de start and de patterrole sho' got to git a move on hisse'f to git 
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dat nigger, ‘cause dat nigger sho' move ‘way from dat place} 

"When de war comes, I seed plenty soldiers and if dey have de 
uniform I could tel} it jus’ in spots, for dey so dirty. Dey was Yankee 
soldiers and some stops in Marshall and takes charge of de court martial. 

"Fore oe come to gc up and hear de freedom, We has to 
go up and hear dat we's free, Massa Hall, he say we kin stay and he 
pay us for de work, We didn' have nothin' so most of us stays, gethorin' 
de crop, Some of dem gite de patch of land from massa and raises a 
vale of cotton, Massa buy dat cotton and den he sell it, 

"after ‘while they slivs away, some of ‘em works for de white 
folks and some of ‘em goes to farmin' on what they calls de shares. I 
works nearly everywhere for de white folks and makes ‘nough to eat ani 
git de clothes. It was harder'n bein' de slave at first, but I likes it 
vetter, ‘cause I kin go whar I wants and git what I wants, 

"Dey was conjure men and women in slavery days and dey makeout 
dey kin do things. One of 'em give a old lady de bag of sand and told 
ber it keep her massa fron ‘shippin' her. Dat same day she git too uppity 
and sass de massa, ‘cause she feel safe. Dat massa, he whip dat nigger 
80 hard he cut dat bag of sand plumb in two, Dat ruint de conjure man 


business," 
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MARY OVERTON, 117 W. Heard St., Cleburne, 
Texas, was born in Tennessee, but moved 
when very young to Carroll Co., Arkansas, 
where her parents belonged to Mr. Kennard. 
Mary does not kmow her age. 


"T'se born in Tennessee but I don! 'member where, and I don! 
know how ole I is, I don' 'member what de marster's name was dere, 
My mother's name was Liza and my father's name was Dick. When I was 
‘bout four year ole, my marster and mistis give me to dere daughter, 
who married a Dr, James Cox and dey come to Texas and brought me with 
Tem, . The marster in Arkansas, which give me to his daughter, was 
named Kennard, I never seed him but one time. Dat when he was sick 
end he had all his little niggers dressed up and brought in to see him. 

"Dr, Cox and his wife and me come to Fort Graham, in Hill 
County, Texas, from Arkansas. We was "bout two weeks oomin'. Fort - 
Greham wasn' no reg'lar fort. Dere was jus' some soldiers campin' dere 
ond dere was 2 little town. Lots of Indians come in to trade. Den 
de ace got a farm on Nolen river, not far from wher Cleburne is now, 
and we went diieve. 

"While wa was on de farm, I got married. My msban' was Isaac 
Wright. I had seven chillen by him. My second lusben' was Sam Overton. 
Him and me had two chillen. I wasn't married to Isaac by a preacher, 
De slaves wasn! jin'rally married dat way. Dey jus' told dey marsters 
dey wanted to be husban' and wife and if dey agreed, dat was all dere was 
to it, dey was said to be married, I heered some white folks had weddin's 


for dere niggers, but I never did see none, 


ol 
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"My marster had "bout four slaves. He sold and bought slaves 

sev'ral times, but he couldn! sell me, ‘cause I belonged to de mistis, 
end she wouldn’ let him sell me, I cooked and washed and ironed and 
looked after de chillen, mostly. Dey had three chillen, tut de mistis 
older ones. Dey was two bovs, and dey wes "bout grown when I lef! after 
freedom, 

"We slaves had goal 'nuf houses to live in. We didn’ have no 
garden, I wore cotton dresses in summer and linsey dresses and a shawl 
in de winter, I had shoes wost of de time. My white folks was pretty 
food to keep me in clothe =, I gen'rally went to church wid mistis. 

"Dian! have no special clothes when I got married, I slep' in 
de kitchen gentrally, and had a wooden bed, sometimes with a cotton mat- 
tress and sometimes it was a shuck mattress. 

"My mistis teached me to read and write, but I wouldn' learn. 
I never went to school neither. She would read de Bible to us. 

"I didn! = no songs when I was in slavery. I didn' kmow Yhout 
no baptizin', 1 aiant pley no certain games, jus' played roun' de yard. 

WI wasn' at no sale of slaves, but saw some bein' tuk by in 
chains once, when we lived at Reutersville. Dey was said to be 'bout 50 in 
de bunch. Dey was chained fogettion, a chain bein’ run 'tween 'em somehow, 
and dey was all man and women, no chillen. Dey was on foot. Two white men 
was ridint ee and drivin' de niggers like dey was ahherd of cattle. 


"hots of slaves run away, but I don! know how dey got word ‘round 


‘mong de niggers. 
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"IT don! "member much ‘bout de war, Dere wasn' no fightin' whar 
we was, on de farm on Nolan river, On de day we was made free, de 
marster come and called us out one at a time and tol' us we was free. 

He said to me, 'Mary, you is free by de law. You don’ belong to me no 
more. You can go wherever you want to, I ain't got no more to say 
‘bout you.! He tol! us if we'd stay awhile he'd treat ite good and maybe 
we'd better stay, as de people was pretty much worked up. De rest of 
‘em stayed 'bout a week, den dey went off, and never come back, 'cept 
Isaac. I didn' go, but I stayed a long time after we was made free. 

I didn' care nothin’ "bout bein' free. I didn! have no place to go 

and didn! know nothin’ to do. Dere I had plenty to eat and a place to 
stey and dat was all I knowed ‘bout. 

"When I lef! I hired out as cook, I got ten dollars a nonth 
end all my food and clothes end a place to sleep. I didn! spend but one 
dime of my pay for eight months. I bought candy wid dat dime, like a 
walkin' stick. | 

"I sure wish I knew how old I is, but I ain' sure. I don! even 
know my birthday? (According +0 some white persons who have known Mary 
for a long time, calculated from information Mary had given them as to 
her younger days, when her memory was better than it is now, she is prob- 


ably more than one hundred years old.) 
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Dibble, Fred, P.W., Beehler, Rheba, P.W., 
Beaument, Jeffersen, Dist. #5. 


GEORGE OWENS, medium in height and 


weight, seated cemfertably under the 


shade ef an eld eak tree, was clad 
in a blue shirt and everalls, and 
bregan shees with a few slits cut 


in them te prevent hurting his feet. 


He has kinky gray hair, a bit ef- 
gray hair en his chin and a nicely 
trimmed mustache en his upper lip. 
George's right eye is cempletely 
clesed frem an injury which he re- 
ceived while in railread service. 


Bern near Marshall, Texas, the slave 


ef Dave Owens, he teld his stery 
with great interest and enjeyed the 
eppertunity te tell abeut the eld 
days. 


"I was bo'n right clese te de el! pewder mill up in 


Marshall, Texas, where dey uster mek pewder. Understan'? 


Dey call it Mills Quarters. JI was a right sizeable bey 


twel' year' e1' when freedem ceme." 


"Dave Owens, dat was my e1' marster' name, and dat 
was my daddy’ name teo. My neme' Geerge William Davia 


Owen. I use dat William ‘cause ene ef dem ether Owens 


uster git my mail." 
"Ol! marster he had a big farm plantation. 


raise cetten, and ce'n and 'taters and sich like. 


was de shoemaker fer de plantatien." 


Dey uster 


My daddy 


"One day me and my daddy was talkin'. Dat was de fus' | 


Crismus atter freedem. He say te me, 'Sen, dees yeu knew 
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hew el' yeu is?' I say, 'Ne, suh.' He say, ‘Well, yeu 
is 12 year' el'.' I 'member dat and dat was de fus! 
Crismus atter freedem." 

Williams was my fus' marster but he sel' us te Owens. 
He live in Marshall, but he hab a plentatien 'beut t'ree 
er fe' mile' eut. Atter dat Owens he buy out Mills quar- 
ters from Williams." | 

"My wuk was jis' de edds and en's 'reun' de yard. When 
e1' mistus call me and tell me te pick up chips, er pull 
up weeds er bring in weed and sich, I hafter de it. Yeu 
knew hew wimmen is, allus havin' yeu do fus' ene tting and 
den anudder. I neber did wuk in de fiel'," 

"It was a big plantation. Dey was in de neighberheod 
ef 25 er 50 slaves on de place. Us had a good marster and 
I 'speck us was pretty lucky. O1' marster see to it dat 
us have plenty te eat. Dey feed us milk and 'taters and 
peas, and bread and meat. Ne sir, we didn' sit dewn at 
ne treugh fer te eat. Dey had tables in de slaves heuses. 
Us sit dewn te us meals like human bein's. My mammy was 
de ceek en de place. Her name was Sarah Cwens.". 

"Dey give de little enes what ceuldn' come te de table, 


& pan and speen fer dem te have at meal time. Dem what se 


16? 
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little dey can't eat outer a pan, dey have suck bettles 
fer dem." | 

"Dey milk 'beut. 12 er 14 head ef cow' on de place. 
Dey had plenty ef milk and butter. Dey had a big safe 
what dey put de milk and butter in te keep it fresh. Dere 
was a trough wid water in it and dey set de milk and but- 
ter in it in de summer time. Dey had a peg ef weed in 
a hele at de en', and when dey want te change de water dey 
pull eut de peg and dreen de water eut and put seme coel 
fresh water in." 

When I was a bey us uster play wid speels, and pup- 
pies and stick hesses. Us uster have bews and arrers. 
Semetime us go eut in de weed huntin' wid de bews and ar- 
rers. Us sheet at birds and sich, but us neber did had 
no luck at it.” | 

"De grown up felks uster ge huntin' at night and kill 
deers and 'pessums. Dey had te have a permit transfer if- 
fen days huntin'! er go frem ene plantation te snudder. 
Iffen dey didn' have a permit de patterrellers weuld git 
hone 

"De patterrellers neber git me. I see ‘em chase slaves. 
When dey ketch ‘em dey whip 'em, and tell ‘em nex! time be 


she' te have a pass frem el' marster." 
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"IT neber see ol' marster beat nobedy. What whippin' 
he done he done it wid his meut'. He mighty keen speakin' 
den, but when he speak reugh te a nigger he need it." 

"De kind of chu'ch dey have in dem anys en dat pees 
was fence-corner chu'ch. Dey ge eff down in de fence 
corner and sing and pray. Dey feerd fer anybedy to see 
Tem, 't 

"Dey was seme cullud preacher' 'reun! but dey warn't 
en us plantation. I jine' de Baptis' Chu'ch but dat Was 
way atter slavery. I uster be pro tem deacon." 

"De fus' meney I earn' was wukkin' on the T&P Reil- 
read. I jis' blew it in, yeu knew like beys do. I les! 
dis eye railreadin'. I was spikin' en a cel' fresty mern- 
in'. I hit dat spike and it breke up in t'ree piece' and 
de middle piece hit me in de eye and put it out." 

"Seems like I 'members de sejers. I couldn! specify 
wedder dey was Yankees or net. You knew dat o1' battle 
fo't (font) was dere at Marshall, twe er t'ree mile' frem 
Mills Quarters." 

"Dem sejers had en leng blue everceats wid brass but- 
tens on ‘em. Dey was a eagle en dem butten. De way I 
‘member dat, I find ene in de read like it was tore eff 


and I pick it up and make me a play toy outer it." 
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"Dey uster keep twe cannons at de ce't heuse and dey 
sheet dem cannen eb'ry Friday. I ‘member dey uster stick 
a rod in 'em and el'vate 'em. Dey had a U.S. flag en de 
mas'-pole and dey sheet de cannen when dey tek dewn de 
flag." 

"T dunne nuthin' 'beut conjur! men. I see peepile 
sick er cripple' and dey say conjure' man dene it, but I 
dunno. I ain't neber see ne ghes!' needer. Peeple try 
te shew tem te me but I ain't see 'em. One time I see 
sumpin' white in de weed and I ge up te see what it was 
and it warn't nuthin! 'cep'n! a pillew what somebedy lef! 
in a swing ‘tween twe tree'. Iffen I hadn' had a li'l 
"ceffee" in me I don' guess I'd been brave 'nuff te ge 
see what it was." 

"T allus prenounced de patterrellers and de Klu Klux- 
ers 'beut de same. Fur as seein' ‘em, I ain't. I ttink 
dey dene good te de country. Dey didn' bedder nebedy 
'cep'n' dem what was eut ey dere place. Iffen dey had 
seme new it meught de geed." 

"If yeu all keep on yeu gwineter hab a beek euter 


my testimeny." 
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"Dey had a gim en de plantation and de mek de cle's 
en a spinnin' wheel and leem. I gee my memmy mek many 
a belt ef cle'f en a leem befe' she die." 

"It wiienter Slip' my 'membrance hew dey tel' us we 
free, but I 'members my daddy say we free. Us stay on 
ol' marster's place a while den he buy a li'l place de 
ether side ef Marshall. He de edd jebs 'rem!', tee." 

"Pus! time I wieriy Wake Haspee at Gilmer. Dey was 
two darters, Gettys and Alice Owens. JI lef! her and I 
marry my secon’ wife, Betty Cheatham in 1913. I been 
'roun' dese parts ‘bout 46 or 47 year' and I been in 
Kountze 25 year'." 

"I don't t'ink I commit to mem'ry anyt'ing else. I 
ain't gwine to tell no mo' ‘cause I ain't to make state- 
ment and testify 'bout sumpin'! I ain't know 'bout." 
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‘MARY ANNE PATTERSON, who now 
Lives with her daughter, Eliz- 
ebeth Lee, in Austin, Texas, 
was born in Louisiana, but she 
does not know exactly where. 
She is hetween 97 end 102 years 
old. Mary and her mother be= 
longed to Col. Aaron Burleson 
of Rogers! Hill, Travis County, 
Texas. ° 


"Way back yonder my name was Mary Anne Burleson end I's born in 
Louisiana somewhere, I mows I's told dey brung me and my mammy to Texas 
when I's sighteen months old, and dat Massa Turner what brung us, sok 
ug tO Col. Aaron Burleson. Massa Burleson buy both of us, ‘cause he a 
good mon and didn't ‘lieve in separetin' a chile from de mammy. I do 
think dat man gone to Heaven, 

"When I growed up it wes my job to wet nuss Rufe Burleson, ‘cause 
he mammy didn't have 'nough milk for him. Beside dat, I helped in de 
loom room and have to spin five cuts de day, but I's fast 'nough to make 
eight cuts, 

"Durin? cotton pickin' time I larns to count a little, 'cause I 
picts de cotton, brung it to de wagon end listen to fem countin' on dem 
scales. Purty soon I could of counted my own cotton, 

"Messs Burleson good to wefuns and when a woman have a chile and 
no husband to take care of her, he make aman go out and chop wood for 
her, and dat slave had better act like he wants to, Massa so good to us 
he have lumber hauled clear from de Bastrop pineries and milds us good 
wood dwellin's, He have de vlantation on Rogers' Hill what am east of 


Austin, 


le 
ot 
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"Now, let me tell you 'bout de cooks. Massa Burleson have de 
cook for de big house and de cook for de slaves, Dere ao kitchen in de big 
house for de white folks and dere a kitchen with a long table for de hands, 
we hed purty good victuals and I 'member we have so much hawg meat we'd 
throw de hog's head and feet ‘way, Massa raised he own hawgs and everythin! 
he et, we had it, too. Sometimes we et deer meat and dere times we had 
bear meat and honey, 'cause face Burleson have he own bees, too, 

"I ‘member how at sweet 'tater time my mammy'd sneak out to 
de patch and scratch up some sweet 'taters, When Massa Burleson finds de 
'taters gone, he jes! say, 'Now, I know nobody done dis but de Lawd!'! 

"I seed many 2 Injun and seed fem in droves. Dem Injuns never 
bothered us, A old Injun call Placedo and he son come on down to massa's 
place and he give ‘em plenty food. When de Injuns come near de cattle'd 
bellow and cut up, ‘cause dey knowed it was Injuns ‘round, 

"When I's thout 20 years old I marries Alex Patterson and he 
was brung from Tennessee to Texas and owned by Massa Joshua Patterson, 

After freedom we rents land from Massa Patterson and lives dere and farms 
"bout seven years. 

"Me and Alex has 15 chillen and six of dem is still livin'. Dere 
is two here in Texas and two in California and one in Oklahoma and one in 
Kansas, My busband am dead now and I's alone, 

" I owns a little farm of 36 acres out near Rogers! Hill and I 
gits sixty dollars de year for de rentin' of dat land and now de folks wants 
me to sell it, But my Mmsband bought dat place and I wants to keep it. I don't 


git no pension, I know dis mch, I's worked herder since after freedom dan I 


ever worked befo' freedom. 
RERERHE SEEM 
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MARTHA PATTON was born 91 years 
2go in Alababa, slave to the Lott 
family, who came to Texas about 
1847 and settled near Goliad, After 
marrying and bearing two children, 
surviving a famine and scarcity of 
weter, she was freed. She, her 
husband and others of her family 
leased farm land on the San An- 
tonio River near La Bahia Mission, . 
at Goliad. e 


'Yestm, I was botn befo' de war. Best I kin recommember, 
I?ll be 91 years old come June 15, 1937. I was botn in Alabama, 
but was brought to Texas when I was nine months old, My folks 
stopped at Goliad, on de creek near to Goliad. | 

"I 'member seein! de soldiers, but ttweren't no fightin’ 
'round us no closer den Corpus Christi. One day one of my uncles 
went to Corpus Christi. He say, Dey done tol! all de women and 
chillen to git outta towm.! We done heard tem shootin’ bombs. 
De smoke was so thick it looked Like it were cloudy. De soldiers 
come through and took anything dey wented outta de stores. Pretty 
soon wespia! wen left in de stores and dey couldn! git no more, 

"My mother was a cook. We chillen brought in wood and 
water, My uncles had cotton patches. My master sol' dere cotton 
for dem and dey hed money to buy. shoes or anything dey needed. 
fe picked cotton and picked peas. We had a spinnin' wheel and a 
weave(loom). We made cloth, blankets and our ow stockin's. We 
nate dye Site live oak bark, mesquite bark, pecan leaves, They 


made a dark brom and it dyed the cloth and blankets pretty, — 
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"I never saw any slaves whipped, nor any with chains on. 

Qur white people were very good to us. ‘their name was, Lott, Jim 
Lott, yes'm, me and Jim Lott was chillen tegether. He sure was a 
good boy. He died over at Goliad las yea’, | | 

"We made cotton and wool cloth both, yes'm, we made both. We 
raised cotton. ‘he sheep were so po' they would die. we would go 
through de woods and find de dead ‘sheep and pick de wool offen ‘em, 
then we would wash de wool end spin it into thread and weave it into 
cloth to make wool clothes, 

"My man, he worked in de tan ya'd. He fixed de hides to make 
us all de shoes we had, and aay cede herheds and saddles fot de 
gov'nment -- fo? de soldiers. £o make de lime to take de hair off 
of de hides, dey would burn limestone rocks. “hen dey would hew 
out troughs and soak de hides in lime water till all the hair come 
off. ben dey would take ‘ooze’ made from red oak bark and rub the 
hides till dey were soft ad dey. 

"Dey sho was hard timesafter de war, and durin' de war too. 

Our white folk was good to us, but we had a time to get pervisions, 
Sometimes we had co'n meal and sometimes we would have flour. We . 
would patch co'n meal and make goffee, When we could git ‘em we > 
used pertater peelings, patched, for coffee. Sometimes we drank - 
wild sage tea. | 

"When we could, we would go over on ‘de Brazos to de molasses 
mills and get molasses and brown sugar; when we couldn't, we had 
to do widout de sweetenin'. 


“Water sho wes seatee. We had to tote it about half a mile 


+ 
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“from de hole. De ereeks just dried wp, only ‘long in holes. De 
wells was all dried up. #¥here would be dead cows lyin' on ttother 
side of .de hole and grasshoppers thick on he water, but we jist 
skimmed de water off and went on. vidn't make us sick, lady, ‘twas 
all we had and de goed Lotd took cate of us, | 

“De grasshoppers sho was bad ‘long ‘bout fo' or five in de 
ebenin'; dey would be so thick de sun would be cloudy lookin's Dey 
was a little speckled grasshopper. Yes'm, red and speckled. De 
chickens and hawes et tem. Dey et so mahy grasshoppers de meat was 
right red. You eouldn't eat it. 

"ywatn't no use to send fot a docta, no'm, ‘cause dey didn't 
have no medicine, . My grandmother got out in de woods and got 
terbs. She made sage bam Relais One thing I recomember, she would 
take co'n shucks -- de butt end of de shucks -~ and boil tem and 
make tea. ‘would break de chills and fever. De Lo'd fixed a WEY « 
we used roots for medicine to. ; 

“Dey was salt lakes, ve men would get a wagonbed full of salt 
and take it to town and trade it for flour. Je men would take de 
old ox wagons and go down to Mexico towa'ds Brownsville to git 
pervisions. coffee -~ real coffee -- was a dollar a poun'. De men 
what used terbaccer had to pay a dollar a plug. ‘Cotton cloth was 
fifty and sixty cents a ya'ds 

*Durin't de war de white people had church in their homes. Dey 
would have church in de mornin’ and in de afternoon dey would preach 
to de slaves, 

"after de war, we all leased land on de ribbah fum de white 


folks =~ my unoles, my brothers and alls. We leased de land fo! 
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| six years. At de end of dat time most of us bought places. 

"When de war was over and we moved, de men put up a ploket 
house. Dr. McBride, a soldier, taught school. When de crops was 
laid by, all de men and women went to school. De chillen went all 
de time. We had log seats and a dirt flo't. We would have meetin's 
jaune school house. ‘'Twasntt fine, but we had good times. 

"We lived clost to de old mission, built auntie Santa Annats 
war, I think it were.” 

"I has ten chillen; seven of them are living. I have fifteen 
or nineteen grandchillen, but I don't know where dey all are or 


what dey are doing." 


a (SO 


420239 


EX-SLAVE STORIES Page One L177 
(Texas) 

BLLEN PAYNE, 88, was born 
a slave of Dr. Evans, pioneer 
physician of Marshall, Texas, 
and father-in-law of former 
Governor Clark. She married 
Nelson Payne when she was 
twenty-five, and they farmed 
in Marshall for fifty-two yeers. 
Since Nelson's death eleven 
years ago, Ellgn has operated 
the farm herself and has always 


made a crop. She lives alone | 
on the Port Caddo Road, 


"My name is Ellen Payne now, but in slave times it was Ellen Evans, 
and I was born on the old Mauldin place right here at Marshall and belonged 
to old Dr, Evans. Dr. Evans loans the Bible what had all our ages in it and 
never got it back, so when he freed us they guessed our ages. My mistress 
say I was "bout sixteen years old when surrender come, and my daddy and manny 
was Isom and Becky Lewis. Mammy come from Tennessee and they was seventeen 
of us chillen. 

"Master Evans lived in & big brick house on the north side of Marshall 
and run his farm four miles from town, and I stayed on the farm, but come in 
town some with my mammy +o work for Mistress Nancy. The niggers on other 
farms had to sleep on 'Demn-it-to Hell! beds, but we didn't have that kind. 
We had good — beds and hay mattresses with lowell covers. 

"I mostly minded the calves and chickens and turkeys. Mester Evans 
hed a overseer but he didn't ‘low him to cut and slash his niggers and we 
didn't heve no hard taskmaster. They was ‘bout thirty slaves on the farm, 
but I is the only one livin' now, I loved all my white folks and they was 
sweet to us, 

"The hands worked from sun to sun and had a task at night. Some 


spinned or made baskets or chair bottome or Imit socks. Some the young'uns 
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courted and some jest rambled round most all night. On Saturday was the 
prayer meetin! in one house and a dance in another. On Sunday some went 
to church and visitin', but not far, 'cause that was in patterroller times, 
"They was allus plenty to eat and one nigger didn't do nothin' but 
raise gardens, They hunted coon and possum and rabbits with dogs and the 
white folxs kilt deer and big game like that. My daddy allus had some money, 
‘cause he made beskets and chair bottoms and sold them, and Master Evans give 
every slave a patch to work and they could sell it end keep the “onfy 
"We didn't know nothin' but what went on at the place. Us slaves 
didn't carry news ‘cause they wasn', none to carry and if the white folks 
want to send news anywhere, they put a boy on a mule to take it, 

"Master Evans head a old womm what tended to us when we was sick, 
and he give tie aeniue and calomel and castor oil and boneset tea, That tea 
was 'nough to kill a mule, but it @one us good, Some wore asfidity bags round 
they necks to keep off sickness, 

"My young mistress married Master Clark and they lived close, and 
hy Mammy and ia Geek to spent part the time workin' for her. Master Clark 
got to be governor ‘bout time war started and moved to Austin. I still got 
the Bible he give me, 

"I "member the white southern men folks man off to the bottoms to 
git 'way from war, but I aver seed nothin! of the war. When we was freed 
my O16 master calls us up and say, 'You is free, and I'm mighty glad, but 
I'm mighty sad.' We stays on till Christmas, then mammy and me leaves and 
hires out. I stays workin' with’her till I'm twenty-five and then I mar- 


ries Nelson Payne. 
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"My young mistress sends me a Dlue worsted dress to marry in, and 
we's married at mammy's house and she give us a nice supper. He was a fermer 
and we kep' on livin' on the farm fifty-two years, till he died, We loved 
farm life. I raised four boys but none of them is livin' now. When Nelson 
died first one then 'nother holps me and I has made a nee every year till 
now, I'm too old now, but I still raises some corn end peas and garden stuff, 
They gives me a $15.00 month pension, but I likes to be doin' somethin’, 

"T still shouts at meetin's. I don't have nothin' to do with it. It 
hits me jes’ like a streak of lightning, and there ain't no holdin' it, I goes 


now to camp meetin's clost to Karnack and tries to 'have, but when I gits the 


spirit, I jest can't holt that shoutin' back, The young folks makes fun of me, 


but I don't mind. Style am crowded all the grace out of 'ligion, today. 
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HENDERSON PERKINS, about 85, was 
born a slave to John Pruitt, near 

iS Nashville, Tenn., who owned Hen- 

Xd derson's mother and about 20 other 
slaves. Prior to the Civil War, 

Se Mr. Pruitt moved to Centerville, 

wf Leon Co., Texas, and sold Henderson 

S and his mother to Tom Garner, of 
Centerville, When the war began, 
Henderson was old enough to be trust- 
ed with taking grain to the mill and 
other duties. After they were freed, 
Henderson and his mother worked in 
Mr. Garner's tavern until he sold it. 
He then placed the two on a piece of 
land and gave them tools to work it. 
Henderson later married and moved to 
Waco, where he reared 14 children, 
After they were grown he moved to 
Fort Worth and now lives at 610 Penn 
St. 


"I'se tells you de truth 'tout my age, I*se too ol! for 
any good, but from what de white folks says, I'se bo'n "bout 1839 
in Ten'see, near Nashville, In dem days, ‘twarn't so partic'lar 
‘bout gettin! married, and ny mammy warn't before I'se bo'n, so 
T'se don* know my father. Dat's one on dis nigger. 

"after I'se o1' enough to tote water, pick up kindlin' and 
sich, Marster Pruitt moves to Texas, near Centerville and sol? me 
and my manmmy to Marster Garner. My mammy gits married seven tines 
after we comes to Texas, 

"“Marster Garner runs a tavern, dey calls ‘em hotels now, My 
mammy was cook for de tavern. De other nigger's named Gib, and I'se 
to do de work *roun de place and take grist to de water mill for to 
grin’, Marster have de farm, too, and have seven niggers on dat 


place and sometimes I goes dere for to he'p,. 
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‘Well, ‘bout treatment, you can say Marster Garner am de 
bestest man ever lived, I'tse jus' says he am 0. EK. Ise never 
hears him say one cross word to my mammy, Back in Tennessee, Marster 
Pruitt was good, too. Hims have him's own still and gives de toddy 
to wefuns lots of times, I'se gits a few whuppin's, but ‘twas my 
favlt. I'se cause de devilment, I tells you "bout some. I drives 
de oxen and de two-wheal cart for to go to de water mill and sich, 

In dem days, it was great insult to say, 'You'uns has bread and rotten 
egg for supper.' I'se gwine to de mill one day, past de school and I 

» say's dat to de chillens. I thinks de teacher won't let ‘am come out, 
but I makes a mistake, for it am like yellow jackets pourin’ outta de 
hive. Dey throws sticks and stones at wo'uns and dat ‘aprise de ox and 
he runs. De road am rough and dat cart have no springs and de cotn made 
scatterment on de road, Marster wimps us for dat. Not hard, just a 
couple licks, 

"Did you's ever drive de ox? Deys de devil sometimes and de 
angel sometimes, When deys gwine home, you cm go to sleep and dey takes 
you dere. If deys dry and you comes near water, de devil can't stop ‘em, 
dey goes in de water wid de cars and all dats in it. 

“When de war starts Marster's girl gits married to Charles Taylor, 
and dey have big weddin.' Befo® de war am over, wefuns have hard time. 
De soldiers comes and takes all de co'n, all de meat, every chicken and 
all de t"baccy, You couldn’ buy t'baccy for a dollar a pound, But we 
makes it, We takes de leaves and cures den, den place dem on de board 
and put honey 'tween ‘em. We place a log on top and leave it ‘bout a 
month, White man, dat an t*baccy! 
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“after de army took de food, it am scarce for awhile. Short 
time after de army come, de pigeons goes north. If you's never see dat, 
it am hard to believe. Dey am so thick and so many dey cuts orf de sun 
like de cloud, We'uns gits lots of ‘em and dat helps with de food, I'se 
sho' glad de army don' come any more, once was ‘nuff, I'se seen squirrels 
travelin' on de groun' so thik it look like de carpet. Dey was all runnin! 
‘way trom de arny. 

“When freedom comes, some mans = day says Grant's mans - lines 
we'ans up side de house and says, ‘Yous am now free,’ and we'uns is free, 
I wouldn' leave de Marater, him am sich a gran' man,so I stays with him 
till he quits runnin! de tavern, 

"It am a long time after day I gits married. We'uns have weddin' 
supper and sno! am happy den. Den we moves to Waco and has 14 chillen, 

“We'uns had good times in slavery, but I likes my freedom. De 
Marster allus give us a pass on Bunday and some nights when we has dance 
and sich, But iffen you went out without a pass, den de patterollers - 
‘fore de War - or de Klux - after de War - would come lookin' for you. 

Dem niggers without de pass sho' makes de scatterment, out de window or 
up de chimney. But when we'uns is free, we'uns goes anywhere we wants 


to," 
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DANIEL PHILLIPS, Sr., 704 Virginia 
Street, San Antonio, Texas, Born 
(1854 at Stringtown, five miles south 
of San Marcos, Texas, Big framed, 
good natured, Never has worn glasses, 


"I was a slave to Dr. Dailey and his son, Dr. Thomas 
Dailey. They brought my mother and father from Georgia and I 
was born in S;ringtown just after they arrived, in 1854, I 
calls him Mr. Tommy. Dey has a plantation at Stringtown and a 
ranch on de Blenco River. We come from Georgia in wagons. 

"Marse Dailey raised cotton and co'n on de plantation. 

On de ranch dey ketches wild horses and I herds dem, When I'm 
on de ranch I has to drive de wild horses into de pen, De men 
cotches de wild horses and I has to drive 'em so's dey won't git 
wild agin, 

"Lots of dem wild horses got colts and I hes to brand dem. 
Marse Dailey he helps to cotch de wild horses but I has to drive ‘em. 
In de mania I drives dem out and in de evenin' I drives dem back, 
Dere's sure a lot of dem wild horses, 

'Marse Dailey brings twenty-five slaves from Georgia but he 
sells some after we comes to San Marcos, No suh, we niver gits paid. 
We lives in log houses built on de side of a hill. De houses has one 
room, My mother has a wooden bed with a cotton mattress. My sister 
Maria was housewoman. My younger sister married a man named Scott, 


"We feeds good, Dere's cornbread and beef, Plenty milk, "cause 
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Marse Dailey's got plenty cows, Dere's gardens with pers, cabbage, 
beans end beets. We makes de clothes ourself. My father is handy man, 
He builds a loom and a spinnin! wheel. No suh, we didn't do no huntin'. 
Narse Dailey didn! let us have guns, 

"Wels treated all right. ly uncle is overseer, When de war's over 
I didn't know about it. Merse Tommy comes to de ranch wher. I'a herdin! 
de wild horses. He says, 'Dan, vou'se free now.! I say, 'Wha' dat mean, 
liarse Tommy?! He say, 'Dat mean vou can live with you mammy and you 
pappy, end whet vou makes vou kin keep.! 

and I leaves de wild horses and comes to de plantation, Yas suh, 
we goes to church, We walks fo' mile to de church, De wtite folks sits 
in front and de cullud folks sits back by de do'. 

"Yeassuh, wets glad de slav'ry is over. iy mother would go to milk 
cows end I was sent to kill a calf. And dere was my mother in de corner 
of de fence and she was prayin', '0, Lawd, set us free$! 

"T was too voung for de army. My brother was a cook in de Confed~ 
erate Army, 2nd de Yankees run dem 60 miles in one night, And my brother 
is ridin! one horse and front of him is a pack horse, and he cut de traces 
of de pack horse and dat horse run so he didn't see him sgain. Yassuh, 
my brother was 103 years ole, He died two years ago. 

"We gits along better after we's free, Often de Yankees comes down 
to San Marcos. Dey wants to buy milk. 

"One time on de plantation - cullud preacher wants to hold a service. 
De marster say'all right’, De preacher must tell how much he collects. Dat 


so de marster fin' out if we's got any money. 
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LEE PIERCE, 87, was born a slave 
of Evans Spencer, in Marshall, 
Texas, Lee was sold to a trader 
in 1861, and bought by Henry Fowler, 
of Sulphur Springs, Texas. Lee 
remained with his master until 1866, 
then returned to Marshall. When he 
became too old to work, he went to 
live wth a son, in Jefferson, Tex. 


"My name am Lee Anderson Pierce, borned on the fifteenth of May, 
in 1850, up in Marshall, and ‘longin' to Marse iivans Spencer, what was 
a surveyor. I never knowed my pappy. He died 'fore I was borned. Mammy 
was #innieSpencer and Old Marse's folks fotched her to Texas from Green- 
wood, what am over in Mississippi. 

“When I was 'bout eleven vear old, Marse Spencer done got in debt 
s0 bad he had to sell me off from mammy. He sold me to a spec'lator named 
' Buckley, and he taken me to Jefferson and drapped me down tiene with a man 
called Sutton. I had a hard time there, had to sleep on the floor on hot 
ashes, to keep warm, in wintertime. I nussed Marse Suttopts kids 'dout a 
year, den Buckley done got me 'gain and taken me to de nigger trader yard 
in Marshall. I was vut on de block and sold jes! like a cow or horse, to 
Marse Henry Fowler, what taken me to Sulphur Springs. I lived with him 
till after surrender, 

“WMarse Fowler worked 'bout a hundred and fifty acres of land and 
had sev'ral cullud families. He done overseeing hisself, but had a black 
man for foreman, I seed plenty niggers whopped for not doin! dey tasks. 
He'd whop ‘em for not pickin' so many hundreds of cotton a day, buckle ‘em 
down hawg fashion and vhop ‘em with a stray, Us never stopped work no day, 


lessen Sunday, and not then iffen grass in the field or crops sufferin'. 


"Most time we et bacon and cornbread and greens. Sometimes we'd git 
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deer meat to eat, ‘cause a old man named Buck Thomas am clost friend to Marse 
Fowler and a big hunter. We got our own fish when we wasn't workin’, 

"The first work I done was herdin' sheep. I never done much field work, 
but I was Kep'! busy with them sheep and other jobs round the place, The cullud 
folks had big breakdowns Saturday night and a good time then and on Christmas, 
but all the res’! the time us jus' worked. 

"On Christmas we never got nothin but white shorts. Them was for biscuits 
end they was jus! like cake to the niggers in slavery time, Marse Fowler didn't 
heve too much regard for he black folks, Two families of them was stolen niggers. 
A spec'lator done stole them in Arkansaz and fotch them to Texas. 

"T didn't know much 'bout the war, tchuse I'm only ten year ald when it 
starts, and the white folks didn't talk it with us cullud folks. Long 'bout the 
end of th- war a big Yankee camp was at Jefferson right where the courthouse is 
now, but I wasn't ‘lowed to go there and never did know nothin' "bout it. 

"T stayed with Marse Fowler till the Ka Klux got to ragin'. The Yankees 
run it out of misneee. That Ku Klux business started from men tryin' to run 
the niggers back to they farms. They near all left they masters and didn't have 
nothin' or nowheres to 20. The cullud folks was skeered of them Kluxers, They 
come round the house end had some kind of riggin' so's they cou drink sev'ral 
buckets of water, 

"A callud man at Jefferson,named Dick Walker, got up @ cullud militia 
to Keep the Klux off the niggers. The militia met here in the old African 
Methodist Church, Marse Fowler done git up a bunch of thirty men to break up 
that cullud militia, and he org'ized his bunch at our place. I holped saddle 


see 
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the hosses thenight they went to take the clurch, Ben Biggerstaff, he was 
one the main white leaders. They kilt sev'ral of the militia and wounded lots 
more, That's after the Yankees done leave. 

"TI hired out to Col. King, a Yankee officer in Sulphur Sp:ings, and 
works for him one year. I was makin' $25.00 a month. Land was sellin’ for twenty- 
five cents an acre but I wouldn't buy none, That same land am wo->th a fortune 
now, But I left and come back to Jefferson. 

"I never found my mammy until.1870. She was workin' in a cefe in Terrell. 
Judge Estes of Jefferson and some white men done been to Dallas and stopped 
where she was workin', She asked 'em if they knowed Lee Pierce and the Judge 
said he did. (‘hen she done tell nim how long it am sinee she seed me, he put 
hor on the train andsent her to Jefferson, | 

"YT was here when Jav Gould tried to git bie to let him put his railroad 
through this town and they told him they didn't need a railroad, Then they done 
somethin' on Red iver what done take all the water out of Big Cypress and the 
town went down to nothin', Cullud folks run this tom ‘bout them times. Paul 
Matthews, a cullud man, was county judge, and Bill Wisham was sheriff. 

"YT think the younger race of our folks has more 'vantages for prosper'ty 
than what we had, Most of them am mekin'! good use of it. Some siane got no 


principle or ambition, but lots of them are 'spectable people. 
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oy ELLEN POLK, born in Gonzales County, v4 


Texas, Age, 83, Lives at 724 Vir- 
ginie Blvd., San Antonio, Texas. 

Her hair is only slightly grey at the 
temples and forehead and her eyesight 
is good. 


"I was a slave to Jim and Hannah Nations, Gonzales County, 

Texas. Marse Jim was a fine looker, a heavy set man. He and Nissis 
lived in a big lumber house with a shingle roof, Dere was a nice 
yerd with lots of pecan trees and de plantation fields had rail 
fences aroun! dem. Dere were fields of cotton end co'n and a purty 
river and dni tena of wild flowers, 

"“Marse Jim sho was good to his slaves, but his foremens twern't. 
He bought my mudder and some other slaves in Mississippi and dey walked 
frum Mississippi to de Nations plantation in Gonzales, 

"Warse Jim had nizh a mundred slaves. De quarters was built of 
logs and de roofs was river botto m boards. Some of de houses was built 
of logs like de columns on dis house, 

"It was a fine, big plantation. De young women slaves wukked in 
de fields and de ole women slaves made de cloth on de spinnin! wheels 
and de looms. Den de women would go in de woods and take de bark frum 
de trees and pursley frun de groun!' and mix dem wid copperas and put it 
all in a big iron pot and boil it. Den dev would strain de water off 
and dye de cloth, De color was brown and, O Lawd, all de slaves wore 


de sane color clothes. Dey even made our socks on de plantation. 
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"Ole Missy Hannsh was sho good to me. I had to feed de 
children withs cous mudders was in de fields. Missy Hanneh would have 
de cooxs fix de grub in a big pan and I would take it to de cullud 
quarters and feed 'em, . 

"De plantation was on de Guadalupe River and when dere was no 
meat de slaves went to de river and killed wild hors end turkeys and 
ketched fish. ‘We groun' de co'n for cornbread and made hominy, And, 

U Lawd, de sugar cane, and what good ‘lasses we used to make. De slaves 
hed purty good times and de ole boss was awful good to tem. We drank 
well water. In dry times we toted de water frum de river for washin', 

"De houses was log cabins. De men slaves built ‘em. Dey goes 
into de woods and chops down de big trees and den dey make 'em square. 
Did dey have tools? Sho, dey had a ax and a hatchet. Dey splits de 
trees in two and dat makes de sides of de house and de roun' side is 
outside, How dey maxe dem logs tight? dust wid md. Den dey puts de 
boards over de mud so it cain't fall out. When dey makes de boerds dey 
splits de end of de log and puts de hatchet in de place and it makes a 
nice, smooth bozerd, 

"Dey makes de beds like det too, Dey takes four sticks and lays 
poles in de crotches, den dey puts branches crossways. Wo suh, dey never 
had no springs. For a mattress ve had hay and straw, sometimes com 
smuicks or cobs. Dey slep! good, too, 

"After de war we lived on de plantation a long time, den we moved 


to San Marcos, den back to de plantation, I was married on de plantation 


and moved here 24 years ago. I liked de slavery days de best. 
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SETTY POWERS, 80, was born 

a Slave of Dr. Howard Perry, 
who owned Betty's family, 
several hundred other slaves 
and a large plantation in Har- 
rison Co., Texas. Betty mar- 
ried Boss Powers when she was 
only thirteen. She now lives 
at 5237 Fletcher St., Fort 
Worth, Texas, 


"What for vou wants dis old nigger's story ‘pout de old slavery 
days? '‘'Tain't worth anythin', I's jus' a hard workin’ person all ny 
life and raised de fam'ly and done right by ‘em as best I knowed, To 
tell the truf ‘bout my age, I don't know 'zactly. I ‘members de war time 
and de surrender tine, O's old 'nough to fan flies off de white folks 
and de tables when surrender come, If you come 'bout five year ago, I 
could telt you lots more, but I's had de head mis'ry. 

"Its born in Harrison County, 'bout twenty-five miles fran Marshall. 
Mass's name am Dr, Howard Perry and next he house am a litl buildin' for he 
office, De plantation an awful big one, and miles long, and more'n two 
hundred slaves was dere. Each cabin have one family and dere am three rows 
of cabins ‘bout half a mile long. 

"Mammy and pappy and us twelve chillen lives in one cabin, so mammy 
has to cook for fourteen people, ‘sides her field work, She am up way befo! 
daylight fixin' breakfast and supper after dark, with de pine kmot torch 
to make defi ght. She cook on de fireplace in winter and in de yard in 
summer, Al] de rations nedeune out Sunday mornin' and it have to do for 
de week, It am not 'nough for heavy eaters and we has to be real careful 


or we goes hongry. We has meat and cornmeal and ‘lasses and 'tatere and 
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pees and beans and milk, Dem short rations causes plenty trouble, ‘cause de 
niggers has to steal food and it am de whippin' if dey gits cotched. Dey am 
in a fix if dey can't work for bein' hongry, 'cause it em de whippin' den, sho', 
so dey has to steal, and most of 'em did and takes de whippin', Dey has de full 
stomech, anyway. : 

"De babies has plenty food, so dey grow up into strong, portly men 
and women, Dey stays in de nursery whilst dey mammies works in de fields, and 
has plenty milk with cornbreod crumble up in it, and potlicker, too, and 
honey and 'lasses on bread, 

"De massa and he wife am fine, but de overseer an tough, and he wife, too, 
Dat woman have no mercy, You see dem long ears I has? Dat's from de pullin' dey 
gits from her, De field hands works early and late and often all night. Pappy 
makes de shoes and mammy weaves, and you could hear de bump, bump of dat loom 
et night, when she done work in de field all day. 

"Missy know everything whet go on, 'cause she have de spies 'mongst de 
Slaves. She purty good, though, Sometimes de overseer tie de nigger to a log 
and lash him with de whip. If de lash cut de skin, dey puts salt on it. We 
ain't ‘low to go to church and has 'bout two parties a year, so dere ain't much 
fun. Lawd, Lawd, most dem slaves too tired to have fun noway. When all dat 
work am finish, dey's glad to git in de hed and sleep. 

"Did wetuns have weddin's? White man, vou knows better™n dat. Dem 
times, cullud folks am jus! put together. De massa say, ‘Jim and Nancy, you 
80 live together,! and when dat order give, it better be done. Dey thinks 
nothin! on de plantation "bout de feelin's of de women and dere ain't no "spect 


for dem, De overseer and white mens took "vantage of de women like dey wants to. . 


ead 
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De woman better not make no fuss ‘bout sich, If she do, it am de whippin' far 
her. I sho! thanks de Lawd surrender done come befc' I's old 'nough to have to 
stand for sich, Yes, sar, surrender saves dié nigger fmm sich. 

"When de war am over, thousands of sojers passes er place, Some callps 
neerby, and massa doctors dem. When massa call us to say we's free, dere am a 
yardful of niggers. He give every nigger de age statement and say dey could 
yore on halves or for wages. He 'vises dem to stay till dey git de foothold 
and larn how to do. Lots stays and lots goes. My folks stays ‘bout four 
years and works on shares, Den pappy buys de piece of land thout five miles 
from dere, 

"De land aintt clear, so we'uns all pitches in and clears it and builds 
de cabin, Was wetuns proud? There 'twas, our place to do as we pleases, after 
bein! slaves. Dat sho' am de good feelint. We works like beavers puttin’ de 
crop in, end my folks stays dere till dey dies. I leaves to git married | 
de next year and I's only thirteen years old, and marries Boss Powers, 

“Weluns lives on rent land nearby for six years and has three chillen 
and den he dies, After two years I marries Henry Ruffins and has three more 
chillen, and he dies in 1911. I's livin' with two of dem — I never took 
de name of Ruffins, 'cause I's dearly love Powers and can't stand to give up ne 
name, Powers done make de will and wrote on de paper, 'To my beloved wife, 

I gives all I has.’ Wasn't dat sweet of him? 

"T comes to Fort Worth after Ruffin dies and does housework till I's 

too old. Now I gits de $12.00 pension every month and dat help me git by, 
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TILLIZ R. POWLRS was born 
free in Oklahoma, near tne 
Washitea River, Her mother 
had been kidmapped by a band 
of raiding Indians, one of 
whom was her father, Her 
mother, desiring to prevent 
her from living among the 
Indians, wrapped her in a 
buffalo robe and laid her 

on tne road near the Washita, 
where she was found by Joseph 
Powers, an army otficer, who 
took her to his plantation in 
Edgecembe Co., Nortn Carolina. 
Sne lives at 1302 BE, llth St. 
Fort Worth, Texas. 


"I don' ‘member my mammy or pappy, and ail I knows ‘bout my 
early lite was tol' me by Marster Powers, He says him and he wife takin’ 
soldiers back to some fort and dey sees a bundle side de road near de 
Washita River, wropped in a ouftalo robe, He gits otf nis hoss and picks 
de bundle up and ia dat bundle am de piccaniny, dis nigger. Dat 77 year 
ago, Dey took me to Edgecombe Co., over in Nortn Car'ling, whar him owns 
a plentation and "bout 50 slaves. Dere I's ‘dopted . 

“Dey raises de cotton and tobaccy and corn end sich, Den dere 
am hawgs and chickens and sheep, and sich a orchard with peaches and pears 
and sich, Mos! de work I done im slavery was eat de food, "cause I's only 
six year old when de war em over. But I 'members ‘bout de plantation. 

"De treatment am good and bad, If de nigger gits onruly, him 
gits a whippin', but de marster's orders is for not to draw de blood 
like I heered dey do on other places. De food is plenty, ‘cept for de 
shortage cause by de War. When de food gits short, some of de niggers am 


sent a-hustlin' for game, sich as de turkey and de squirrel, but we'uns 
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allus has plenty cormmeal end ‘lasses and fruit. 

"Hid wefuns see sojers? Lawd-a-massy! Towards de las', jus! 
'rore surrender ana arter, we'uns see dem by thousards, de Yenks and de 
'‘federates, dey's Saedial and repassin', When de War am over, de marster 
come home and he calls all us cullud folks to de house dna him reads a 
paper and says, "All yous niggers am Tree, and you Can go wuat you wants, 
but I ivises yous not to co t11i] yous nas a place ror work ana make de 
livin',' All de niggers stay at tust, den leave one atter ‘nother. 

"I just de cnile and de orpnan, so I uas vo stay anc it was des! 
tor me, Marster pays me men I big enouga tO work, and gives me $5,000 a 
month, ana I works tor him viil I's 18 years o.u, en ae missy aie ana 
I leaves, Dat wes de bresx-up ot de place. I cries uow wnen I sinks 
or de missy, ‘cause sne alius good to me and I feels ror her, 

"after dat, I works ‘round a while and gits married to Jonn 
Daniels in 14s0. Dis nigger was better off in slavery dan with dat nigger. 
Why, him wont work and whips me if I complains. I stood dat for six year 
end den I's vrausporved nim, Dat in Roberts County. Marster Race Robinson 
crougnt dat no good nigger and me, witn 'bout 50 owner niggers, nere to Texas. 
We ‘ums share cropped for him till I transperted ae ornery husban', 

"I makes a livin! workin' for wnite folks till "bout three years 
ago and now I gits $15.00 every month from de State to live on, ‘cause I 


nas hign blood now and I can't work no more, 
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ALLEN PRICE was born in a 
covered wagon in Fannin Co., 
Texas, in 1862. His master 
was John Price. Allen re- 
members many incidents of 
pioneer days, and stories 
of the Civil War told hin 


by the Price family, Allen 
now lives in Mart, Texas. 


"De way I comes to be born in Texas am my pappy and mammy is 
in de covered wagon, comin' to Texas with dere master, what am John 
Price, what was a Virginny man. Dey stops in Fannin County awhile and 
dere I'm born, Dat in 1862, dey tells me. 
"De Price and Blair families was first ones to come to Texas. Dey 
had to use ox teams and ford creeks and rivers and watch for Indians, 
I done near dem talk 'bout all dis, ‘cause course I can't ‘member it. 
Once de Indians done 'tack dem and dey druv 'em off, and every night near 
dey hears de howl of de wolves and other wild animals. Some folks went 
by boat and dey had river boat songs, one like dis: 
"Itm drinkin! of rum and chawin' tobaccy, 
Hi! Oh! The rollin' river! 
Itm drinkin' of rum and chawin' tobaccy, 
I’m boun' for the wide Missouri. 
"Dese things am handed down to me by de Price family and my granddaddy. 
De Price family done fight for de Confed' racy @11 de way down de line of de 
family, to my own pappy, who went with he master when dey calls for volunteers 
to stop de blockade of Galveston. 
"My master think he gwine 'scape de worst of de war when he come to . 


Texas and dey am livin' peaceable de year i born, raisin! cotton. Dey had 


a gin what my pappy worked in, and makes dey own clothes,t oo, when de Yankees 
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has de Texas ports bleckade so de ships can't git in. When dey blockades Gal- 
veston, our old master done take my pappy for bodyguard and volunteers to help. 
Fin'ly Gen. Magruder takes Galveston from de Yankees with two old cotton steamers 


what have cotton Dales on de decks for breastworks, 


- 


7 


a 


_ .“De last battle Master Price and my pappy was in, was de battle of 
Sabine Pass, and de Yankee general, Banks, done send ‘bout five thousand troops 
on transports with gunboats, to force a landin'. Capt, Dick Dowling had forty- 
seven men to 'fend dat Pass and my pappy helped build breastworks when dem Yankees 
firin', Capt. Dowling done run dem Yankees off and takes de steamer Clinton and 
"bout three hundred and fifty prisoners. My pappy told me some de Captain's men 
didn't have real guns, dey have wood guns, what dey call cam'flage nowadays. 
"My peppy helped at de hospital after dat battle, and dey has it in 
a hotel and makes bandages out of sheets and pillow cases and underwear, and uses 
de rugs and carpets for quilts. 
"I 'member dis song, what dey sing all de time after de wer: 
"O, I'm a good old Rebel, and dat's jus' what I am, 
And for dis land of freedom, I do not give a damn; 
I*m glad we fought again 'em, and only wish we'd won, 
And I ain't asked no pardon for anything I've done, 
"I won't be reconstructed, I'm better dan dey on, 
‘And for a carpetbagger I do not give a damn. 
Se I'm off to de frontier, soon as I can go - 
I'll fix me up a weapon and start for Mexico! 
"I can't get my musket and fight dem now no more, 
But I*m not goin' to love dem, dat am certain sho'- 
I don't want no pardon for what I was or am, 
I won't be reconstructed, and I don't give a damn. 
"T bas mighty little to say 'bout myself. I's only a poor Baptist 
Preacher. De her’tage handed down to me am de proudes' thing I knows. De Prices 


Was brave and no matter what side, dey done fight for dey ‘lief in de right. 
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JOHN PRICE, nearing 80, was 
born e slave of Charles Bryan, 
in Morgan City, Louisisne. The 
Bryans brouwrht him to Texas 
about 1861, and he now lives 
in Liberty. Mirandy, his wife, 
was elso e Slave, but hes had 
® parolvtic stroke and speaks 
with such difficulty that she 
cannot tell the storv of her 
life, Their little home and 
voard gre well cared for, 


"I's five veer old when de Lincoln war broke up and my papa 
was nome George Bryen in slavery time and he come fron St Louis, what 
em in Missouri. After freedom de old boss he call up de hands and 
say, 'Iffen you wants to vear my neme vou can, but teke ‘nother one 
iffen you wants to,' So my deddy he chanee he name to Georse Price 
and dat why my neme John Price, 

"My old messa name George Bryen and he wife neme Felice, Dey 
tay my papa when lie 18 year old boy and dev teke him and reise him 
end put all dey trust in him and he run de pleoce when de old man gone, 
Dat in Morgen Oity, in Louisiana on de Berwick side, 

"De year I's one year old us come to Texas and settle in Liberty, 
I was @-layin' in my maamy's arms and her neme Lizette but dey call her 
Lisbeth, She mostly French. I got three sister, Sally Hughes and Lize 
Jones end Celina, and two brothers, Pat Whitehouse and Jim Price, 

"De white folks heve 2 tol'table fair house one mile down south of 
Raywood and it were a long, Sreme house and a pretty good farm. Us quar- 
ters wes log houses built out of li'l pine poles pile one top de other. 
Dey have nail up log, country beds and homemade tables end rawhide bottom 


chairs and benches, Dem chair have de better weight dan de chair today. 


Iffen vou rare beck now, de chair gone, but de rawhide stry with you, 
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"De old messa pretty fair to us all. Iffen my papa whip me I 
slips out de house and runs to de big house and crewls under de old 
massa's bed, Sometime he wake up in de middle de night and say, 'Bov,'! 
end I not answer, Den he say 'gain, 'Boy, I know rou anaee dat bed. 
You done been afoul your papa hired he act awful mad. Den he throw 
he old sojer coat under de bed for to make me a pallet and I sleep dere 
all night. 

"Us chillen have lots of time to play and not much time to work, 
Us allus ridin' old stick hosses and tie a rope to de stick and call it 
a martingale, Us make marbles out of clay and dry 'em and play with ‘ten, 
De cld boss wouldn't "low us have no knife, for fear us cut each other, 
Us never sick mich dem days, but us have de toothache. Dey take white 
tree Derk what taste like peppermint and stew it up with honey and cure 
de toothache, 

"Us never go to church. Some my wife's people say dey used to 
have a church in de hollow and dey have runne’s for to watch for de od 
boss man and tell ‘em de masse comin’, 

"Us old massa say Christmas Day am he day to treat end he tell 
us 'hout Santy Claus. Us taken us socks up to he house and hang dem 
‘round de big fireplace and den in de mornin’ us find candy and cake 
and fruit end have de big time. New Year Day was old missy time. 
She fix de big dinner on dat day and nobody have to work, 

“When de war is breakin' old massa come by ship to Galveston 


up de Trinity River to Liberty by boat to try to save he niggers, but 
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it wesn't no use, Us see lots of tents out by Liberty and dey say it sojers. 
I teg long with de big boys, dey snesks out de spades and digs holes in de 
preirie in de knolls. Us plannin' to live in dem holes in de knolls. When 
dey coy de Yankees is comin' I sho! is 'fraid and I hear de cannon say, 
'Boom, boom,! from Galveston to Louisiana, De youns white missy, she ellus 
sing de song dat go: 
"We are a band of brothers, native tc de soil, 
Fightin! for our liberty with treasure, blood end toil, 
And when us rights was threaten', de cry rise far and near, 
Hurrah for tne Bonnie Blue Flag whet bears a single star. 
"after freedom my papa move away but de old masse come after 
hin end worry him till he ‘most have to come back, When ny li'l sister 
have de whoopin' cough, old messa come down in 2 hurry and say, 'You 
<wineter kill dem chillen,' and he puts my sister and brother on de hoss 
in front of him and takes ‘em home and cures ‘em hisself. It were years 
efter det 'fore my papa leave him 'gain, 
"Dey driv beefs and have two rivers to cross to git dere, de 
Sabine and de Neches. Dey ‘liver 'em by so many head and iffen day ain't 
have 'nough, other mens on de prairie help ‘em fill out de number what 
dey needs, I's rid many a wild hoss in my day and dat's where I make ny 
first money for myself. 
"Its workin! in Hyatt when I 'cide to git marry and T marry dis 
gal, idirandy, ‘bout 52 year ago and us still been together. Us marry in 
Koss Bluff and Sem Harris, he a cullud man, he de preacher what marry us. 


I have on pretty fair suit of clothes but one thing I 'member, ce gal I 


marry, she have $5,00 prir of shoes on her feet whet I buys for her. 
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"Js done heve five sons and three deughters and I been a pretty 
'fluential man 'round Liberty. One time dey a man name Ed Pickett what 
wes Yunnin' for Clerk of de Court in Liberty County and he come ‘round 
my plece 'lectioneering, 'cause he say whatever way I votes, dey votes. 

"Did you ever hear a old coon dog? Old coon dog, he got a big, 
deep volce what go, 'A-woo-0~0, a~woo-o~-90,' You can heer him a mile. 
Well, dat =d Pickett he say to me, 'John Price, you know what I wants vou 
to do? I wants you put deat other feller up a tree. I wants vou put him 
so fur up a tree he can't even hear dat coon dog beller,! And I does it, 


‘couse I's pretty 'fluentinl 'round here. 


RORREKERARE 
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STORIES OF BX-SLAVES 
Texas 


REVEREND LAFAYSTTE PRICE, ancient and venerable 
minister of a small, dilapidated church on the 
outskirts of Beaumont, received his education 
under his old master, a plantation owner of the 
South. He was born a slave of the Higginbotham 
family, in Wilcox County, Alabama, but after the 
death of his original master, he became known 4s 
“erphan children property " and went to Louisiana 
to live with Robert and Jim Carroll, brothers-in- 
law of Sam Higginbotham, During the Civil War, 
LaFayette, then about 12 years old( he doés not 
know his exact age) served as water boy for young 
Robert Carroll at the battle of Mansfield. When 
the slaves were freed he came to Texas and has been 
a minister since that time, He lives with his one 
daughter in » small, ramshackle house near the 
church and conducts Baptist services each Sunday. 
Lafayette is small and very dark, and with his 
crop of almost white hair and his Van Dyke beard, 
he has facial characteristics much like those of 
the patriarch who played the part of "De Lawd" in 
the "Green Pastures" picture, His conversation, 
is that of a devout person, well informed in the 
Scriptures, 


"T had a statement when I was bo'n, but I don? tmember jus? now, 
When de war fus' start I was water toter for my marster, Well, now 
den, I wan! to say dat my marster whar I was bo'n in Wilcox County, 
Alabama, his name wes Higginbotham, When Mr. Higginbotham die, his 
son, Mr. Sem Higginbotham, was my young marster, When he married, he 
marry in dg Carroll family. My father and mother belong to Mr. Higgin~ 
botham, Mr, Sem, he move to Louisiana. When he went back to Alabama, 
he tuk sick wid de cholera and die dere. Mr. Sam, he marry Miss Ca'line 
Carroll, Later on after Mr, Sam die Miss Ca'line marry Mr, Winn, I 
become orphan chillen property. Mr. Winn was de overseter, When I was 
a small boy I had playtime. I allus had good omers. When I get bigger 
I kad some time off after work in de evenin'’s and on Sundays. Den I 
want to say I was hired out an! dey claimed dey was goin’ to be a war. 


fhe north and de south was goin' to split apart. In 1861 war commence 
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and my mistress die, I was den stayin' wid de Carroll family. De Carrolls 
were brothers of my owner. Mr. Jim and Mr, Robert was soldiers in de war, 
Mr, Robert was in de infantry and Mr. Jim they took him along to drive, Whe 
day was goin' to Barn Chest (evidently the name of a place) Mr. Robert he say 
to me, "Fay, you go back home and tell ma she need not be oneasy ‘bout me, 
‘cause de Yankees is retreatin' to Nachitoches." So I driv back but I didn! 
put up de team, When I was tellin' her, it was 'bout three mile over to 
Mosses Fiel' (Mosses' Field was the local name for the tract of land on which 
the battle of Mansfield was fought, in part). When I was tellin' her, a big 
cannon shot overhead -- "Boom", She jus' shook and say, "Oh, Fay, git some 
co'n and throw it to de hogs and go to Chicet." I got some co'n and start 
to git out de crib, Dey shot another cannon, She say to me, "Go back and 
give de co'n to de pigs," When I put my feets through de crib do', dey 
shoot another shot, and I pull my feets back, She tell me to go back and 
feed de pigs, but I don! know if I ever did git de co'n to de pigs. 

"Wr, Carroll say dat at Mansfiel' where dey was shootin’ de big guns 
de ladies was cryin’, He tole ‘em dey needn’ to cry now, when dey was 
shootin’! de big guns dey wasn't killin* men, but when dey hear de little 
guns shoot, den dey could stert cryin', ‘cause dat mean dat men was gittin' 
kill, I dunno if you ever parch popco'n, Dat de way de little guns soun’, 
He say dat den dey could begin cryin’. Our’ white people( the Confederates) 
was comin! from Shreveport to meet de Yankees from Nachitoches, aimin' to go 
to Shreveport. If anything was a wunnerful consideration it was den, Mr, 
Robert Carroll was stood up by a big tree there at Mansfiel' and de captain, 
he said, "Is anybody here dat know de neighborhood?" Here's de ting dey want 


to know! When de soldiers start out dey didn' want 'em to launch out and git 
mix up. Dey sent for Mr. Carroll, ‘cause he live tbout a mile away. Hs was 
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order to stan' by de tree snd de captain went by wavin' a sword, and 
purty soon de captain was kill. Dey kep' on fightin! and after awhile 

a soldier come by and ax what he doin' there, He said he had orders to 
stan' dere. De soldier say dat de captain was kill and for him to go 

and help wid de wounded soldiers, When de big General come from Shreve- 
port and holler, "Charge,*® de Yankees git in de corner of a rail fence. 
Dey broke right through dat fiel' ol' prairie and 60 men git kill dead 
vefo' dey git across, Nex’ day, comin' home, I want to tell you de hosses 
didn' lay on dis side nor on dat side, dey jus' squat down, dey was dead, 
I think it was a wunnerful consideration to bring up in mem'ry. 

"One night right were de battle was fought we had to camp. [t was 
rainin' and sleetin' and snowin! I said, na at you goin! to do tonight?" 
Mr, James Carroll said, "We jus! hafta stan' were we camp. Jus' stack 
de guns and put out whet you call de ao " TI said, "Sentinel," and 
he said, "Yes," Dey had what you call de relief. Dey wasn't in bed, dey 
was out under a tree in de col.' Ev'ry hour dey'd walk ‘em out ‘long a 
runway to walk guard, It was a wunnerful distressin' time. De soldiers 
had a little song dey sung: 

"'Kat when you're hungry, 
Drink when you're dry, 
Iffen a tree don! kill you, 
You'll live ‘til you die,’ 

"Dis was 'cause dey had to stan’ under trees and when de Yankees 
shoot cannot dey*d knock off limbs and tops of trees end them under de trees 
might git kill from de fallin' branches, A,other song was: 

"?t Hit was on de eighth of April, 

Dey 211 "member well, . 
When fifes and driims were beatin!’ 
For us all to march away.' 


"In slavery times de slaves went to church wid dere wiite folks and 
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heard de w'ite preacher, I never knew of cullud baptisms, Dey'd have camp 
meetin! and when cullud people wanted to jine de church dey'd take 'em in den, 

I didn' quite git through "bout de Mansfiel! battle, Dem 60 men dat was kill, 
dey jus‘ dig « big hole and put *em in and threw dirt on 'em, I went back after 
two or three days and de bodies done swell and crack de groun', Marster's plan- 
tation comin’ from Shreveport was on de eas' side of Mosses Fiel', We was "bout 


, 4 ie ES 
1 and 24-or-@ mile from Mosses Fielt, I wasntt acquaint wid many wiites ‘couse 


I was wid de Carrolls and dey was allus kind. I heard dey was people dis Way and 
dat, but I don! know ‘bout dat. My wiite folks see dat I was not abused. When 
news of de surrender come lots of cullud folks seem to be rejoicin' and sing, 

“T's free, I's free as ea frog " ‘cause a frog had freedom to git on a log and jump 
off when he please, Some jus! stayed on wid dere wtite folks, One time dey say 
day sen' all de niggers back to Africa, I say dey never git me. I bin yere, and 
ny wite folks bin yere, and yere I goin’ to stay. My young marster say he want 
me for @ nigger Sea) so he teach me how to read and spell so I could ten' to 
business, In time of de war Miss Ca'’line say de soldiers been dere and take de bes! 
toss. Dey sent me off wid Ball, a little hoss. When I come back I meet some sol~ 
diers, Dey say dey goin' take de hoss, if dey don’ de Yankees come take ‘en, I 
tell 'em dey done got Marster Carroli other noss, to leave dis one, fey say, "Git 
dom, I goin' give you a few licks anyhow." I fall down but dey never hit me and 


dey say, "Maybe dat Mr. Carrolli whose hoss we tuk, let dis boy go on wid de hoss," / 
2 


Miss Catline sgy she wish she'd let me takeDandy, day was de bes? hoss, _ od 
"I wan' to tell you one story "bout de rabbit. De rabbit and de tortus 
had a race, De tortus git a lot of tortuses and put 'em long de way. Ever now and 
den a tortus crawl ‘long de way, and de rabbit say, "How you now, Brter Bortus?" 
4nd he say, "Slo! and shot, but my lege very short." When dey git tired, de tortus 


Win ‘cause he dere, but he never run de race, ‘cause he had tortuses strawdéd out all 


‘long de way, Je tortus had other tortuses help him." 


420135 | | 
EX~SLAVE STORIES Page One. pee 
(Texas) 205 


HENRY PROBASCO, 79, was bern a 

Slave of Andrew McGowen, who owned 

a plantation and 50 slaves in Walk- 

er County, Texas. Henry lived 

with his family, in Waco, until 

1875, when he became a stock hand 

on Judge Weakly's ranch in Ellis 
County. In 1902 he came to Fert 

Worth and worked in packing plants 
until 1932, Since that time he 

has supported himself by any little 
work he could find and now has an $8.00 
per month pension. He lives at 2917 Cliff 
Cliff St., Fort Worth, Texas. 


"I's born on Hassa McGowen's plantation. He name was Andrew 
McGowen and us lived near Huntsville, down in Walker County. All ny 
folks and grandfolks was dere, Grandpap am carpenter, grendma am nuss 
fer cullud chillen, and papoy and mamy does de sheemakin' and de 
cookin!, 

"In de days I's a boy even de plows was made on de place. De 
blacksmith de de iron work and de wood work am done by pappy, and de plows 
an mostly wood. Jus! de point and de shear am iron. My grandpap made 
de mouldboards out of woed, No, sar, 'twarnt no steel mouldboards den. 
I's watch grondpap take de hard wood bleck and with de ax and de drawshave 
and de plane and saw and rule, him cut end fit de mouldbeard to de turnin! 
plow. De mouldboard las! ‘bout one sears 

"Now, with de shees it am dif'rent and dem last more'n twict de 
time as store shoes. Gosh for Imighty! We'uns can't wear dem out, 

De leather am from cattle raise on de place and tan right dere, It oe] 
real oak tan, and strong as steel, ‘etuns grease de shees with mtton 
tallow and dat make dem waterproof shoes, 


"Cetten am main crep and corn fer feed. De corn feed both de 
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critters and de niggers, 'cause de main food for de niggers am de corn and 
de cornbreed and de corn mush. Course, us have other victuals, plenty meat 
and veg'tables. De — @llus run in de woods and find dere own food, sich 
as nuts and acerns, Dey allus fat and when massa went meat he hitch de miles 
to de wagon and go to de woods. Dere him catch de hawg with massa's mark on 
it and fotch it in, 

"De quarters am not mansions, dey am log cabins with dirt floors, 
but good 'nough, Dey am fixed tight for de winter. If you am used to 
sleepin' in de bunks with straw ticks, its jus! good as de spring bed. 

De fust tine I sleeps on de spring bed, I's 'wake most all night. 

"When surrender come, massa teld wetuns dat all us am free felks 
and he reads from de paper. 'Now,' him say, yous am free and dem what wants 
to go, let me know, I'11 'range for de pay or to work de land on sheres,! 

"Some goes but all my folks stays, but in 'bout a year pappy moves 
to Waco and run e shoe See I stays with him till I 17 year old, den I 
goes to Ellis County and works en de cattle ranch of Judge Weakly. His 
brand am 111 end him place clost to Files Valley. I's larnt to ride some 
on de plantation and seen I's de good rider snd I likes dat work best. 

"We has lots of fun when we goes to town, not much drinkin', like 
some people says, but its mostest mischievious de beys am. We gits de joke 
en de preacher once. Him tellin' 'beut harm ef drink and one of us say, 

| ‘Read from de Bible, Preverbds 31, 6 ond 7, Him reads and it am like dis: 
"Give de streng drink to him dat m ready te perish and wine to 


dem what am heavy of heart. ' Dat de last time him talk te us ‘bout drink, 
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"Weluns holds de Kangareo Court. If wetuns been on de party and 
someone do something what ain't right, den charges em file 'gainst you. 
If dem charges file, it's she' yous feund guilty, ‘cause de fine am a drink 
for de bunch. If you don't buy de drink it's a lickin' with a pair of 
leggin's. If vou ‘lew de hoss to throw you, dat am cause fer charges. 

"De lest reund-up I werks am at Oak Greve, near Fort Worth and dat 
‘bout 40 year ago, After dat, I goes to Mulesfeot and works for T.D.Myers 
for 'bout five year, den I's done a little farmin' on de plains for awhile. 

"T']] tell vou "beut my married iif, I marries de fust time when 
I's 24 year old to Bertha Ellers and we'uns live tegedder 20 year and sep'rates, 
¥e'uns have 11 chillen. Couple year after dat I goes to de cotton patch fer 
de short spell and meets a woman, We'uns right off married and dat hitch lasts 
till de pickin! seasen am over. Den, 'beut two year after dat cetton pickin! 
hitch I marries Mary Little and we'uns lives tegedder two year and dat am 
two year too many. Dat de last of de marriage business. 

"New I jus! feels de time away and I has ne one to fuss at me 


"bout where I goes and sich. Sich am my joyment now. 
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JENNY PROCTOR was born in Alabama in 
1850. She was a slave of the Proctor 
family and began her duties about the 
house when a very young girl. As soon 
as she was considered old enough to do 
field labor she was driven with the 
other alaves from early morning un- 

til late at night. The driver was 
cruel and administered severe beatings 
at the slightest provocations. denny 
remained with her owners after the close 
of the Civil War, not from choice but 
because they had been kept in such dense 
ignorance they had no knowledge of how 
to make their own living. After the 
death of her master several years late 
er, she and her husband, John Proctor, 
came to Texas in a mule dram covered 
wagon and settled in Leon County near 
the old town of Buffalo. There they 
worked as share croppers until the death 
of her husband. She then came to 
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Angelo, Texas with her son, with 
whom she has made her home for 
many y3ars. 

Jenny, who was ill at the time she was interview- 
ed, shook her old white head and said, 

"I's hear tell of dem good slave days but I aint 
nev'r seen no good times dene My mother's name was Lisa 
and when I was a very small chile I hear dat driver goin' 
from cabin to cabin as early as 3 o'clock in de mornin' 
and when he comes to our cabin he say, ‘Lisa, Lisa, git 
up from dere and git dat breakfast.* My mother, she was 
cook and I don't recollect nothin''bout my father. If I 
had any brothers and sisters I didn* know it. We had ole 
ragged huts made out of poles and some of de cracks chinke 
ed up wid mud and moss and some of dem wasn't. We didn' 
have no good beds, jes' scaffolds nailed up to de wall 
out of poles and de ole rugged beddin' throwed on dem. Dat 
sho' was hard sleepin’ but even dat feel good to our weary 
bones after dem long hard days work in de field. I'tended 
to de chilliun when I was a little gal and tried to clean de 
house jes' like ole miss tells me to. Den soon as I was 
10 years ole, ole marster, he say, ‘Git dis yere nigger to 
dat cotton patch.’ I recollects once when I was tryin' to 
Clean de house like ole miss tell me, I finds a biscuit 
and I's so hungry I et it, ‘cause we nev'r see sich a 
thing as a biscuit only some times on Sunday mornin'. We 
jes' have co'n braid and syrup and some times fat bacon, 


but when I et dat biscuit and she comes in and say, ‘Whar 
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dat biscuit?' 

I say, ‘Miss, I et it ‘cause I's so hungry.' Den 
sie grab dat broom and start to beatin' me over de head 
wid it and callin’ me low down nigger and I guess I jes' 
clean lost my head ‘cause I know'd better den to fight her 
if I knowed anything ‘tall, but I start to fight her and 
de driver, Le comes in and he grabs me and starts beatin’ 


me wid dat cat-o'-nine-tails, * 


*, big leather whip, branching into nine tails. 


and he beats me ‘til I fall to de floor nearly dead. He 

cut my back all to pieces, den dey rubs salt in de cuts for 
mo* pynishment. Lawd,Lawd, honey! Dem was awful days. When 
ole marster come to de house he say, ‘What you beat dat nige 
ger like dat for?' and de driver tells him why, and he say, 
‘She can't work now for a week, she pay for several biscuits 
in dat time.* He sho’ was mad and he tell ole miss she start 
de whole mess. I still got dem scars on my ole back right 
now, jes' like my grandmother have when she die and i's a- 
carryin® mine right on to de grzve jes' like she did. 

"Our marster, he wouldn' ‘low us to go fishing, he 
say dat too easy on a nigger and wouldn' ‘low us to hunt 
none either, but some time we slips off at night and ketch 
‘possums and when ole marster smells dem ‘possums cookin' 
way in de night he wraps up in a white sheet and gits in de 


chimmey corner and scratch on de wall and when de man in de 
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cabin goes to de door and say, ‘Who's dat?' He say,'. It's 
me, what's ye cookin’ in dere?' and de man say,'I's cookin’ 
'possum.' ke say, ‘Cook him and bring me de hind quarters 
and you and de wife and ds chillun eat de rest.' We nev'r 
had no chance ter git any rabbits ‘cept when we was a-clear- 
in' and grubdbin' de new grounds, den we ketch some rabbits 
and if dey looks good to de white folks dey takes dem and 

if dey no good de neggers git dem. We nev'r had no gardens. 
Some times de slaves git vegetables from de white folks! 
garden and sometimes dey didn’. 

"Money? Umph um! We nev'r seen no money. Guess we'd 
a bought sumpin" to eat wid it if we ev'r seen any. Fact 
is, we wouldn’ a knowed hardly how to bought anything, 'cause 
we didn’ know nothin' ‘bout goin' to town. 

"Dey spinned de cloth what our clothes was made of and 
we had straight dresses or slips made of lowele Sometimes 
dey dye *em wid sumac berries or sweet gum bark and some 
times dey didn'. On Sunday dey make all de chillun change, 
and what we wears 'til we gits our clothes washed was gun- 
ny sacks wid holes cut for our head and arms. We didn' 
have no shoes ‘ceptin' some home made moccasins and we 
didn* have dem 'tllwe was big chillun. De littie chillun 
dey goes naked 'til dey was big enough to work. Dey was 
scon big enough though, ‘cordin' to our marster. We had 
red flannel for winter under clothes. Ole miss she say a 


sick nigger cost more den de flannel. 
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"Weddin's? Ugh uml We jes steps over de broom and 
we's married, Hai. Ha! Hal 

"Ole marster he had a good house. De logs was all 
hewed off smooth like and de cracks all fixed wid nice chink- 
in*, plum 'spectable lookin' even to de plank floors, dat 
was sumpin'. He didn’ have no big plantation but he keeps 
bout 300 slaves in dem little huts wid dirt floors. I 
thinks he calls it four farms what he had. 

"Sometimes he would sell some of de slaves off of dat 
big auction block to de highest bidder when he could git 
enough fer one. 

"When he go to sell a slave he feed dat one good for 
a few days, den when he goes to put ‘em up on de auction 
block he takes a meat skin and greases all ‘round dat nig- 
ger's mouth and makes ‘em look like dey been eatin’ plenty 
meat and sich like and was good and strong and able to work. 
Sometimes he sell de babes from de breas' and den again he 
sell de mothers from de babes and Ae husbands and de wives, 
and so on. He wouldn’ let ‘em holler much when de folke 
be sold away. He say, 'I have you whooped if you don't 
hush.e' Dey sho’ loved dere six chillun though. Dey wouldn' 
want no body buyin' dem. 

"We might a done very well if de ole driver hadn' 
been so mean, but de least little thing we do he beat us 
for it, and put big chains ‘round our ankles and make us 
work wid dem on ‘til de blood be cut out all around our 


ankles. Some of de marsters have what dey call stockades 
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and puts dere heads and feet and arms through holes in a 
pig board out in de hot sun, but our old driver he had 
a bull pen, dats only thing like a jail he had. Whena 
slave do anything he didn’ like he takes ‘em in dat bull 
pen and chains ‘em down, face up to de sun and leaves ‘em 
dere ‘til dey nearly dies. 

"None of us was ‘lowed to see a book or try to learn. 
Dey say we git smarter den dey was if we learn onything, 
but we slips around and gits hold of dat Webster's old 
blue back speller and we hides it ‘til way in de night 
and den we lights a little pine torch,* 


*Several long splinters of rich pine, of a lasting quality 
and making a bright light. 


and studies dat spellin't booke We learn it too. I can 
read some now and write a little too. 

"Dey wasn't no church for de slaves but we goes to 
de white folks arbor on Sunday evenin' and a white man he 
gits up dere to preach to de niggers. He say, ‘Now I takes 
my text, which is, nigger obey your marster and your mise 
tress, ‘cause what you git from dem here in dis world am 
all you ev'r goin' to git, ‘cause you jest like de hogs 
and de other animals, when you dies you aint no more, after 
you been throwed in dat hole.' I guess we believed dat for a 
while ‘cause we didn't have no way findin' out different. We 
didn’ see no Bibles. 


"Sometimes a slave would run away and jes’ live wild 
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in de woods but most times dey ketch'tem and beats ‘em, den 
chains ‘em down in de sun ‘til dey nearly die. De only 
way any slaves on our farm ev'r goes anywhere was when dé 
boss sends him to carry some news to another plantation or 
when we Slips off way in de night. Sometimes after all de 
work was done a bunch would have it made up to slip out 
down to de creek and dancee. We sho' have fun when we do 
dat, most times on Sat'day night. 

"All de Christmus we had was ole marster would kill 
a hog and give us a piece of pork. We thought dat was sum- 
pin' and de way Christmes lasted was ‘cordin' to de big 
sweet gum back log what de slaves would cut and put in de 
fireplace. When dat burned out, de Christmas was over, 
So you kiiow we all keeps a lookin' de whole year ‘round 
for de biggest sweet gum we could find. When we jes’ 
couldn’ find de sweet gum we git oak, but it wouldn' last 
long enough, ‘bout three days on average, when we didn‘ 
have to work. Ole marster he sho' pile on dem pine knots, 
gittin' dat Christmas over so we could git back to work. 

"We had a few little games we play, like Peep Squir- 
rel Peep, You Can't Catch Me, and sich like. We didn’ 
know nothin’ ‘bout no New Years Day or holidays ‘cept 
Christmas. 

"We had some co'n shuckin's sometimes but de white 
folks gits de fun and de nigger gits de work. We didn' 
have no kind of cotton pickin's ‘cept jes" pick our own 


cotton. I's oan hear dem derkies now, goin’ to de cotton 
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patch way ‘fore day a singin’: 
“tPegey, does you love me now?' 
*One ole man he sing: 
"'Satfday night and Sunday too 
Young gals on my mind, 
Monday mornin’ way ‘fore day 
Ole marster got me gwine. 
Chorus: 
Peggy, does you love me now?! 
"Den he whoops a sort of nigger holler, what nobody 
can do jes' like dem ole time darkies, den on he goes, 
"*Possum up a ‘simmon tree, 
Rabbit on de ground 
Lawd, Lawd, ‘possum, 
Shake dem ‘simmons down. 
Peggy, does you love me now? 
Holler 
Rabbit up a gum stump 
‘Possum up a holler 
Git him out little boy 
And I gives you half a dollar. 
Peggy, does you love me now?! 
"We didn* have much lookin’ after when we git sick. 
We had to take de worst stuff in de world fer medicine, 
jes' so it was cheap. Dat ole blue masa and bitter apple 
would keep us out all night. Sometimes he have de doetor 


when he thinks we goin’ to die, ‘cause he say he aint got 
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any one to lose, den dat calomel what dat doctor would 
give us would purty nigh kill us. Den dey keeps all kinds 
of lead bullets and asafoetida balls ‘round our necks and 
some carried a rabbit foot wid dem all de time to keep off 
evil of any kind. 

"Lawd,Lawd, honey! It seems impossible dat any of 
us ev'r lived to see dat day of freedom, but thank God we 
did. 

"When ole marster comes down in de cotton patch to 
tells us ‘bout bein’ free, he say, 'I hates to tell you 
but I knows I's got to, you is free, jes' as free as me or 
anybody else whats white.’ We didn' hardly know what he 
means. We jes' sert of huddle ‘round together like scared 
rabbits, but after we knowed what he mean, didn’ many of 
us go, ‘cause we didn' know where to of went. Ole marster 
he say he give us de woods land and half of what we make on 
it, and we could clear it and work it or starve. Well, we 
didn* know hardly whut to do ‘cause he jes’ gives us some 
ole dull hoes an‘ axes to work with but we all went to work 
and as we cut down de trees and de poles he tells us to 
build de fence ‘round de field and we did, and when we 
plants de co'n and de votton we jes' plant all de fence 
corners full too, and I never seen so much stuff grow in 
all my born days, several ears of co'n to de stalk and dem 
big cotton stalks was a layin' over on de ground. Some of 
de ole slaves dey say dey believe de Lawd knew sumpin' ‘bout 


niggers after all. He lets us put co'n in his crib and den 
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we builds cribs and didn* take long 'fore we could buy some 
hosses and some mules and some good hogs. Dem mangy -hogs 
what our marster give us de first year was plum good hogs 
after we grease dem and scrub dem wid lye soap. He jes' 
give us de ones he thought was sho' to die but we was a git- 
tin’ goin' now and ‘fore long we was a buildin’ better 
houses and feelin’ kind of happy like. After ole marster 
dies we keeps hearin‘' talk of Texas and me an' my ole man, 
I's done been married several years den and had one little 
boy, well we gits in our covered wagon wid our little mules 
hitched to it und we comes to Texase We worked as share 
croppers around Buffelo, Texas 'til my ole man he died. My 
boy was nearly gpowm den so he wants to come to San Angelo 
and work, so here we is. He done been married long time 
now and got six chillun. Some of dem work at hotels, and 


eafes and fillin’ stations and in homes." 
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A. C. Pruitt was born about 1861, 
a slave of the Magill family, in 
St. Martinville, La. He lives in 
e a settlement of Negroes, on the 
a road leading from Monroe City to 
. Anamac, in a shanty made of flat- - -- 
tened tin cans, odd pieces of cor-— 
rugated iron and scrap lumber, held 
together with rope, nails and tar 
paper, Pruitt migrated from Beau- 
mont to Monroe City when the oil 
boom came and ekes out an existence ~ 
doing odd jobs in the fields. He is 
a small, muscular man, dressed in 
faded work clothes and heavy brogens, 
laced with string. 


"T really does live in Beaumont, but when dey start dat talk ‘bout 
mekin' sich good money in de oil fields I done move out here to git some 
of dat, It ain't work so good, though, and I been tearin' down part my 
house dis week and plannin' to move back. 

"T ain't "Lect much 'bout slavery time, 'cause I jes' too Lifl 
put I can tell some things my mama and grannma done told me. 

'T's born in St. Martinville, Suse in Louisiana. I done go back 
to de old plantation onct but it start to change den. Dave Magill he was 
de old massa and Miss Frances de missy. My mama name Rachel Smith and she 
born and raise right dere,and my daddy I ain't never seed, but mama say 
he name Bruford Pruitt. Dey brudders and sisters but only one livin! 
and dat Clementine James in Beaumont, 

"Jes! 'fore freedom us done move to Snowball, Texas, what wes 
somewheres clost to Gold Springs. Dey told us dey tryin' keep us slaves 
‘way from de Yankees. Dey everywhere, jes' like dem 1i'1 black ants what 
gits in de sugar, only dey blue. I's jes' de 1i'1 chile den, runnin! 
‘round in my split shirt tail, Dem was sho! fancy shirt tails dey make 


us wore in dem days. Dey make 'em on de loom, jes' in two pieces, with 
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s hole to put de head through and 'nother hole at de bottom to put de legs 
through. Den wey split 'em up de side, so's us could run and play without 
dem tyin' us ‘round de knees and puree us down. Even at dat, dey sho! wasn't 
no good to do no tree climbin', less'n you pull den mos! up over you head. 
"Us chillen run down to de rail gate when us see dus! clouds comin! 

and watch de sojers ridin’ and marchin' by. Dey ain't never do no fightin! 
‘round us, but dey's gunboats down de bayous a ways and us could hear de big 
guns from de other fights. Us 1i'l niggers sho! like to wave to dem sojers, 
and when de men on iosses gg by, dey.seem like dey more enjoyin' deyselves 
dan de others, 

"T have de old gramma what co.:e from Virginny. Her name Mandy Brow. 
Dey 'low her hire her own time out. She wasn't freeborm out dey give her 
dat much freedom. She co.1d go git her a job anywhere jes! as long as she 
brung de old missy half what she done make. Iffen she make $5.00, she give 
Miss Frances $2.50 and like dat, 

“De old massa he plumb good to he slaves. He have a good many but 
T ain't imowed of but one dem mens what he ever whip. He have a church right 
on de place and cullud preachers. Dey old Peter Green and every evenin' us 
chillen nave to go to he cabin and he teach us prayers. He teach us to count, 
too, He de shoemaker on de plantation. 

"My mama done told me ‘bout de dances day have in de quarters. Dey 
take de big suger hogshead and stretch rawhide over de top. Den de man 


straddle de barrel and beat on de top for de drum. Dat de onlies' music dey 


have, 
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"Us allus have good things to eat, cabbage eens and combread and 
oacon, des! ‘good, plain food. Dey have a sugarhouse and a old man call de 
gugar boiler. He give‘us de cane juice out de kittles and How us tote off lots 
‘dem cane jints to eat. Dat in June. 7 

"De field hands stay up in de big barn and shuck corn on rainy days. 
Dey shuck corn and sing. Us chillen keep de yard clean and tie weeds together 
to make brooms for de sweepin'. Us septrate de seed from de cotton and a old 
woman do de cardin', Dey have ‘nother old woman what do nothin' on de scene but 
weave on de loom. 

"Qne old, old.lady what am mos' too old to git ‘round, she take care 
de chillen and cook dere food sep'rate. She take big, black iron washpots and 
cook dem plumb full of victuals. Come five in de evenin' us have de bigges' 
meal, dat sho' seem long time ‘cause dey ain't feed us but two meal a day, not 
countin' de eatin' us do endurin! de day. 

"after freedom come us leave Snowball and go back to Louisiana. Old 
massa ain't give us nothin'. I marry purty soon. I never go to school but one 
month in my life. and dat in New Iberia. I can sign my name and read it, but 
dat all. 

"I works fust for Mr. William Weeks as de yardboy and he pay me $7.00 
de month, De fust money I gits I's so glad I runned and take it to my mama. 

I have de steppe and he nearly die of de yellow fever, I's hardly able wait 
till I's 21 and can vote. Dat my idea of somethin', mos' as good as de fust 
time I wears pants. 


"T tries farmin awhile but dat ain'; suit me so good. Den I gits 


me de job firin' a steamboat on de Miss'sip River, de steamer Mattie. She go 
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from New Orleans through Morgan City. I fire in de sawmills, too. 

"My fust wife name Liny and us marry and live together 43 year 
and den she die. In 1932 1 marry 4& gal call Zellee what live in Beaumont and 
she still dere. I ain't never have no chile in dis world. . 

"T lars all dese things 'bout slavery from my mama and gramma, 
‘cause I allus ask questions and dey talks to me lots. Dat's 'cause day's 


nobody but me and I allus under dey feets. 
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(Texas) 
FARRE QUARLS, 96, was born in 
Flardice, Missouri, a slave of 
John W. Quarls, who sold him 
to Charley Guniot, The latter 
owner moved to Texas, where 
Harre lived at the time of 
emanicipation, Harre now lives 

? ofl in Madisonville, Texas, His 

ates memory is very poor, but he 
managed to recall a few inci- 
‘dents of early days. 


"Massa Quarls he live im Missouri. Place call Mardice, He 
done give me to he son, Ben, and he sold me to Massa Charley Gumiot. 
Massa Charley come to Texas but I don't know when. It's befo! de 
freedom war, dat all I knows, 

"My daddy name Dan and meng Hennah. She was blind. I ‘member 
us have small room in back of dere house, with de bed make from poles 
and cowhide or deerhide, Our massa goed to "7 

"I must be purty big when ws come to Texas, 'cause I plows 
and is stockman back in Missouri. I don't kmow 'xactly how old-I is, 
but it am prob'bly 'bout 96. I think dat 'bout right. 

"Sir, us got one dav a week and Christmas Day, was all de 
holiday us ever heered of, and us coulda't go anywhere ‘cept us have 
pass from our messa to 'nother. If us slips off dem patterrollers gits 
us, Patterroller hits 39 licks with de rawhide with de nine tails. 
Patterroller gits 50 cents for hittin' us 39 licks. Captain, here am 
de words to de patterroller song: 

"thua, nigger, rur, patterroller cotch you, 
How kin I run, he got me in de woods 
And all through de pasture? 
White man run, but nigger run faster,! 


"Sir, us have everything to eat what's good, but here iz 


Texas everybody eat beef and bread and it em cooked in ovem in de fire- 
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place and im washpot out in de open, Sir, de great day am when massa 
brung in de great, fat coom and possum, 

“Captain, us has no weddin' dem days 'mong de slaves, I'd ask 
masse, could I have s gal, if she ‘long to ‘nother massa, and she ask her 
massa could I come see her, If dey says yes, I g0es see her once de week 
with pess. Boss, say, I hed three wives. When I's sot free dey wouldn't 
jet me livewith but one. Captain, that ain't right, 'cause I wants sll 
three, 

"My missus larned me readin! end writin', after freedom I taught 
de first algger school. Dat in Madisoa and Leon Counties. I's de only 
nigger what can read and write in tw settlenents, They was thousands couldn't 
read and write, 

"I "lieve it's 1861 when us come to Texas. Us camps at Neasho 
in Arkansas and then come through the Indian Nation. Massa was purty good, 
He treated us jus' "bout like you would a good mule. 

"Us wore horseshoes and rabbit feet for good luck, Then us have 
de hoodoism to keep massa from bein' mean, Us git de stick amd notch so 
Many notches on it and slip up to massa's front steps, without him seein! us, 
and put this stick under his doorsteps. very might us go back to de stick 
and drive it down one notch, By time de lest notch down in de ground, it 
make massa good to us. Dat called hoodoism. 

"Massa tells us we's free on June ‘teenth. I leaves, I made a fiddle 
out of a gourd 'fore freedom and laras to play it. I played for dances after 


I's free, 
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"J marries Emily Unions and us have de home weddia' but not any 
preacher, Us jus' tgreed live together as mam and wife and that all they 
was to it, Us have Oi gal and one boy. 

"Emily leaves and I marries Incinady Williams. “Preacher marries 
us, Us Lave three boys and two gals. Dey all tate mow. I has some sixty 
odd grand and great grandchillen. 


"Say, boss, I wants to sing you ‘nother song 'fore you goes: 


"Walkin' in de parlor, 
Lightnin’ is a yaller gal. 
She live up in de clouds, 


"Thunder he is black man, 
He can holler loud, 
When he kisses lightnin'. 


"She dart up im wonder, 


He jump up and grate de clouds; 
That what make it thumder.* 
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Aunt ida Rains, 94, was born a slave 

in Little Rock, Arkansas, in 1853, 

In 1860 Eda, her brothera and nother, 
were Coucht by a Mr. Carter and brought 
to Texas, Sue now lives in Douglasville, 
Texas. 


‘I don't ‘member my first marster, 'cause ny manny and Jim and John 
woO Was ly brothers, and me was so]d when I was seven and brought to 
Uouglass, in Texas, to hire out, Befot we lef! Little Rock, whar I 
Was Orn, We was vaccinazed for srrlipox. ie came through in a wagon 


to Texas and camped out at ni ht and we slep! on the zroun', 


"waen I's hired out to the Tomlins at Douglass i sho! got lonesone 
for I's jus! a little girl, =o. know, and wanted to see my mother, 
“ney put we to work parchin' coffee and my arm was still sore, and 
i'@ patch and ery, and pa'ch and cry. Finelly Missus Tomlin sav, 
"You com quit now.' She looked at my arm and then put me to tendin! 
caallen. I was fannin' the baby with a turkey wing fan end I fell 


to sleep and when the missus saw me she snatched the fan and struck 


me in the face with it. This scar 2n my forehead is from that quill 


Stuck in my head, 


"I slept on a pallet in the missus’ room and she bought me some 
clothes. She had nine chillen, two boys ané@ seven girls. But after 
awhile she solt me to Marster Roack, and he bought my mother and 
ay brothers, so we was togedder again, We had our own cabin and two 
beds, very day at four they called us to the hig house and give us 
uilx and mush. The white chillen had to eat it, too. It was one of 


Marster's ideas and he said he's raised thatuway. 
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"Now, I mus! tell you all "bout Christmas. Our biggest time was 
at Christmas. Marster'd give us maybe fo'—bits to spend as we wanted and 
maybe we'd buy a atring of beads or some sech notion, On Christmas Ive 
we played games, ‘Young Gel Loves Candy,' or 'Bide and Whoop.' Didnt know 
nothin’ "bout Santa Claus, never was larned that. But we allus knowed what 
we'd git on Christmas mornin’, O14 Marater allus call us togedder and give 
us new clothes, shoes too. He allus wen! to town on the ive and brung back 
our things in a cotton sack, That ole sack'd be crammed full of things and 
we knewed it was clothes and shoes, ‘cause Marster didn' "lieve in no fool- 
ishness, We got one pair shoes a year, at Christmas, Most times they was 
red and I'd allus paint mine black, I's one nigger didm' like red, I'd 
skim grease off dishwater, mix it with soot from the chimney and paint my 
shoes. In winter we wore woolen clothes and got tem at Christmas, too. 

“We was woxe up in the mornin! by blowing of the conk, It was a 
big shell. It called us to dinner and if mything happened 'special, the 
eonk allus blew, 

"I seed runaway slaves and marst*r kep! any he caught in a room, 
and he chained ‘em till he coul' reach their marsters. 

"We didn' get larned to read and write but they took care of us 
iffen we was sick, and we made medicine outta black willow and outta black 
snake root and boneset. It broke fevers on us, but, Lawsy, it was a dose. 

"After freedom they tol't us we could go or stay. I stayed a while 
but I married Clainborn Rains and lived at Jacksonville. We had ten chil- 
len, The Lawd's been right good to me, even if Itm blind. Nearly all my 
ole white folks and my chillen has gone to Judguent, but I kmow the Lawd 


won't leave me here too long *fore I'jines em, 
ee4aens 
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MILLIE RANDALL, was born in 
Mississippi, but spent most 
of her slavery days on the 
Dan McMillan farm, near Big 
Canc, Louisiana. She is 
about 80 years old, though 
her estimete of her actual 
age is vague, She now lives 
in Beaumont, Texas, 


"I was jes' ‘bout six year old when peace was ‘clared 
and I donebeen born in Mississippi, but us move to Bayou Jacques, 
tother side of Big Cane, in Louisiana. I me! de purty old now. 

My name' Millie Randall and sy mammy, she call’ Rose, 
but I don't know nothin’ ‘tat my paw. My old massa name’ Dan 
Melijlen and he wife she name’ Leura. It were a old wood country 
where my white folks was and us live way out. Dey raise de corn 
and de cotton and when dey wasn't workin' in de field, dey diggin‘ 
out stumps and movin' lo-;s and clearin' up new ground, Dey have 
lotsa of goats and sheep, too, and raises dey own rice. 

"Dey give us cullud folks de ration in a sack right 
reg'lar. It have jes’ plain food in it, butplenty for everybody, 

"Missy have de big plenk house and us have de little 
log house. Us have jes' old pla beds and no furniture. Us clothes 
make out good, strong clOth, but dey was plain make. 

"All us white folks was mean, I tells you de truf, Yes, 

Lawd, I seed dem beat and almost kilt on us own place. ‘fhat dey beat 
dem for? 'Cause dey couldn't he'p demselves, I guess. De white folks 


have de niggers like dey want dem and dey treat dem bad. It were de 
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old, bully, mean overseers what was doin' de beatin' up with de niggers 
and I guess dey would have kilt me, but I's too little to beat much. 

"I heered ‘bout dem Yarkees drivin' dey hosses in de white 
folks house and makin' dem let dem eat offen de table. Another time, 
dey come to de plantation and all de niggers locked in de barn. Dose 
soliiers go in de house and find de white boss man hidin' in 'tween 
de mattresses and dey stick swords through de mattress and kilt hin. 

"Sone de white folks hides dey silver and other things what 
worth lots of money and hang dem down in de well, so de Yankees not 
find dem, But dey find dem anyway. Dey breaks open a store what was 
lock up and told de peeks to git all dey wants. De enon eetuide an 
de bottom of dey akirt round de waist and fill dem up with everything 
dey wants, 

"after freedom old massa not ‘low my mammy have us chillen. 
He takes me and my brother, Benny, in de wagon and druv us round and 
round so dey couldn't find us. My mammy has to git de Jastice of de 
Peace to go make him turn us a-loose, He brung us to ovr mammy and was 
we glad to see her, 

"I don't ‘member ‘zactly when I git marry. It was at Big 
Cane and when I git marry I jes' git marry, dat's all, Dey was three 


Chillen but dey all dead now and so my husban'!, 
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LAURA REDMOUN was born about 
1855, a slave of the Robertson 
family, in Jonestown(now ab- 
sorbed by Memphis) Tennessee, 
Laura is a quaint, rotund fig- 
ure of a woman, a living pict- 
ure of a comic opera mammy., She 
lives at 3309 Mayo St., Dallas, 
Texas, 


"The funny thing 'bout me is, I's a present to the white folks, 
right off, They's lookin' for my mammy to have a baby and, Gawd bless, 
I's borned twins, a boy and a girl. When I's six months old, Miss 
Gusta, my old missy's daughter, marries Mr. Scruggs, and I's give to 
her for a weddin! present. 

“Miss Gusta am proud of me and I slep' right on the feet of her 
bed. We lived at 144 Third Exchange Street in Memphis, She didn't have 
but two slaves, me and lucy, the cook. Law, I didn't know I was no slave. 
I thunk I's white and plumb indiff'ent from the niggers. I's right s'prised 
when I finds out I's nigger, jus! like the other black faces! 

"I had good times and jes' played round and got in devilment. Some- 
times Mr. Scruggs say, 'I's gwine whip dat brat, ! but Miss Gusta allus Say, 
'No you ain't gwine lay you hands on her and iffen you does I'm gwine quit 
-you.' Miss Gusta was indiff'fent to Mr. Scruggs in quality. He fooled her 
to marry him, lettin' on he got a lot of things he ain't. 

"I seen sojers all toggered up in uniforms and marchin' and wavin', 
Plenty times they waves at me, but I didn't know what its all 'bout, 

“iiss Gusta allus took me to church and most times I went to sleep 


by her feet, But when I's "bout eight the Lawd gits to workin' right inside 
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me and I perks up and listens. Purty soon the glory of Gawd 'scended right down 
on me and I didn’, know nothin’ else. I run away up into the ridges and crosses 
a creek on a foot log. I stays up 'round them caves in tall cane and grass where 


panthers and bears is for three days ‘fore they finds ms, They done hear me 


praisin' Gawd and shoutin', 'I got Jesus.,' When they finds me I done slap the 
sides out my dress, jes' slanpin' my hands dow and praisin' the Lawd. That was 
a good dress, too. I heared tell of some niggers wearin' cotton but not me - 
weared percale, 

"They done take me home and Miss Gusta say, 'You ain't in no fittin’ 
condition to jine a church right now. You got to calm down ‘siderable first.! 
Eut when I's nine year old she takes me to the Trevesant St. Baptist ciurck and 
lets me jine and I's baptised in the Mississippi river right there at Memphis. 

"Bout thet ‘awe the Fed'rals come into Memphis and scared the daylights 
out of folks. Miss Gusta calls me and wrops my hair in front and puts her jewelry 
in under the plaits and pulls them back and pins them down so you couldn't see 
nothin', She got silverware and give it to me and [ run in the garden and buries 
it. I hid it plenty good, 'cause we like to never found it after the Fed'rals 
was gone, They come right up to our house and Mr. Scruggs run out the back door 
and tried to leap the rail fence in the backyard. He cotched the seat of his 
pants on the top rail and jes' hung there a~danglin' till the Fed'rals pulls him 
down, He hurt his leg and it was a bad place for a long time, When I seed him 
hangin' there I cut a dido and kep' screamin', ‘Miss Gusta, he's a-dyin',' my 
them Fed'rals got plumb tickled at me, 


"They went in the smokehouse and got all the sugar and rice and strowed 
it up and down the streets and not carin' at all that victuals was scarcer than 


hen's teeth in them parts! 
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‘Then Miss Gusta cone tell me I wasn't no slave no more, but, shucks, 
that don't mean nothin' to mw, ‘cause I ain't never knowed I was one. 

"In tnem times the Ku Klux got to skullduggerin' round and done take 
Mr, Scruggs and give him a whippin' but I never heared what it had to do about. 
He don't like them none, noways, and shets hisself ie the house, He a 
curious kind of man, it ‘pear to fig iffen I's to tell the plain sut truth. 
I don't think he was much but kind of trashy, 

"When I's seventeen Mise Gusta sickened and suffered in her bed in 
terrible feshion, She begs the doctors to tell her if she's a-dyin' so she 
could clear up business ‘fore she passed away. She took three days and fixed 
things up and told me she didn't want to leave me friendless and lone, She wanted 
me to git married, I had a man I thunk I'd think well of marryin' and Miss Gusta 
give me sway on her bed at the weddin' in her room, She told my husband not to 
cuff me none, 'cause I never been 'bused in my life, and to this day I ain't 
never been hit a lick in my life. 

"Mv first baby was born the vear of the big yellow fever in New Orleans. 

I had six chillen but they all died when they's little from creepin' spasms, 
I savant Wee round in the pepers and finds my mammy and she come and lived wi th 
me, She's in a pitiful shape. ‘Fore the ceasin' of war her master done sold her 
and the man what bought her wasn'; so light on his niggers. She said he made 
her wear breeches and tote big, heavy logs and plow with oxes. One the men knocked 
her on back the head with a club and from that day she allus shook her head from 
side to side all the time, like she couldn't git her mind straight. She told me 
my paw fell off a bluff in Memphis and stuck a sharp rock right through his head. 


They wropped him in a blanket and buried him. That's all I ever knowed ‘bout him. 


whe 
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"My husband was a good man and a good worker. We farmed and I worked 


for white folks, We took a notion to come to Texas and I been in these parts 


oe» 


ever since, 


"I don't haveno complaint to make. I seen some hard times, but I's 
able to do a little work and keep goin', They is so many mean folks in the 


world and so many good ones, and I'm mighty proud to say my white folks was 


good ones, 
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ELSIG REECE, 90, was born a 
slave of John Mueldrew, in 
Grimes County, Texas, Elsie 
came to Fort Worth in 1926 to 
live with her only remaining 
child, Mrs. Iuffin Baker, who 
supports Elsie with the aid 
of her $7,00 monthly old age 
pension, 


a 


"I¥s borned in Grimes County, ninety years ago. Dat am long 
time, child. It am heap of change since den. ‘Je couldn't see dem 
sirplenes flyin' in de air and hear folks sing and talk a thousand 
miles away. “hen I's de young'un de fartheres' you could hear anybody 
am ‘bout a quarter mile and den dey has to holler like a stuck hawg. 

"My massa's name am John Mueldrew and he have a small plantation 
near Navasota, and ‘bout twenty cullud folks, mos! of 'em ‘lated to 
each other. There was seven chillen in mammy's family and I's de baby. 
Pappy dies when I's a year old, so I don'; ‘member hin. 

"Dey larnt me to weave cloth and sew, and my brudder am de shoe~ 
maker. My meumy tend de dows and Uncle John am de carpenter. De Lawd 
bless us with de good massa. Massa John die befo' de war and Missie 
Mary marries Massa Mike Hendricks, and he good, too. But him die and 
young anca Jim Mueldrow take charge, and him jus' as kind as he Danae: 

"'Nother thing am change a heap, Dat buyin' all us wears and 
eats. Gosh "mighty, when I's de gall, it am awful 1i'l us buys. Us raise 
neerly all to eat and wear, and has good home-raised meat and all de milk 
and butter us wants, and fruit and ‘lasses and eggs and tea and coffee 
—onet a week, Now I has to live on $7.00 a month and what place am I bes! 


off? Sho',-on de massa's place. 
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Nye'uns has Sundays off and goes to aiitead, “ola man Buffington 
preaches to us after dinner. Dere am allus de party on Saturday night 
on our place or some other aac nearby. We gits de pass and it say what 
time to be home. It de mile, beets Si ereale, We dances. de quadrille and 
sings and sich. De music am fiddles. 

"But de big time and de happy time for all us cullud folks am Christmas . 
De white folks has de tree in de big house and somethin' for all us, When 
Missie Mary holler, ‘Santa Claus 'bout due,! us all gathers at de door and 
purty soon Santa ‘pears with de red coat and long, white whiskers, in de room 
all lit with candles. He gives us each de sack of candy and a pair of shoes 
from de store, Mass& never calls for work from Christmas to New Years, ‘cept 
chores. Dat whole week am for cel'bration. So you sees how good massa am. 

"Young Massa Jim and Sem jines de army and I helps make dere army 
.Clothes. I's 'bout fourteen den. Lots of young men goes and lots never 
Gomes back, Sam gits his right leg shot off and dies after he come home, 
but Jim lives, Den surrender come and Massa Jim read de long paper. He 
say, 'I 'splain to yous. It de order from de gov'ment what make it 'gainst 
de law to keep yous slaves.' You should seed dem cullud folks. Dey jus!’ plumb 
shock, Dere faces long as dere arm, and so pester dey don't know what to 
say or do, 

"Masse never say 'nother word and walks away. ‘De cullud folks say, 
‘Where we'uns gwine live? What we'uns gwine do?' Dey frets all night.- 


Nex! nornin' massa say, ‘What you'uns gwine do?' Uncle John say, 'When- 


GPeR ote havfat—.go?' Den massa laughs hearty and say dey can stay for wages 
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"Well, sar, dere a banch of happy cullud folks after dey larnt 

dey could stay and work, andmy folks stays nearly 
dey could stay and work, and my folks stays nearly two years after 'manci- 
pation. Den ue all move to Navasota and hires out as cooks. I cooks 
till I's eighteen and den marries John Love. He am de carpenter and right 
off builds a house on land he buy from Dr. Terrell, he old masse. T has 
four chillen, and dey all dead noes He died in 1881, 'way from home. He's 
on his way to Austin and draps dead from some heart mis'ry. Dat am big 
sorrow in is life, There I is, with chillen to support, so I goes to cookin’ 
‘gain and we has some purty close times, but I does it and sends dem to 
school. I don't want dem to be like dey mammy, a unknowledge person. 

"after eight years I marries Dave Reece and has two chillen. He 
am de Baptis' oreanien and have a good church till he died, in 1923. Den 
soon after I gite de letter from old Missie Mary, and she am awful sick. 
She done write and visit me all dem years since I lef! de old plantation. 
I draps everything and goes to her and she am awful glad to see me, 
She begs me not to go back home, snd one day she dies sudden-like with a 
heart mis'ry, She de bes! friend I ever has, 

"I comes to Fort Worth in 1926 and lives with my daughter. I's 
paralyze in de right side and can't work no more, and it am fine I has de 


good daughter. 
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MARY REYNOLDS claims to be 
morethan a hundred vears old, 
She was born in slavery to the 
Kilpatrick family, in Black 
River, Louisiana, Mary now 
lives at the Dallas County Con- 
valescent Home. She has been 
blind for five vears and is 
very feeble, 


"iy paw's name was Tom Vaughn and he was from the north, born free 
man and lived and died free to the end of his days. He wasn't no eddicated 
man, but he was what he calls himself a piano man, He told me once he lived 
in New York and Chicago and he built the insides of pianos and knew how to 
mneaxe them play in tune, He said some white folks from the south told he if 
ne'd come with them te the aout he'd find a lot of work to do with pianos 
in them parts, and he come off with then. 

"He saw my maw on tne Kilpatrick place and her man was dead, He told 
Dr. Kilpatrick, my massa, ne'd buy my maw and her three chillun with all the 
aonsy ne had, iffen he'd sell her. But Dr. Kilpatrick was never one to sell 
eny but the old niggers who was part workin' in the fields and past their 
breedin!' times, So my paw marries my maw and works the fields, same as any 
other nigger, They had six gals: Martha and Panela and Josephine and Ellen 
end Ket herine and me, 

"I was born sametime as Miss Sara Kilpatrick. Dr. Kilpatrick's first 
wife and my maw come to their time right together, Miss Sara's maw died and 
they vrung Miss Sara to suck with me. It's a thing ve ain't never forgot, 


iy maw's name was Sallie and Miss Sara allus looked with kindness on my maw. 
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We sucked till we was a fair size and played together, which wasn't no common. 
thing. None the other 1i'l niggers played with the white chillun. But Miss 
Sara loved me s0.good, 

"I was Jus' 'bout big 'nough to start playin! with a broom to go ‘bout 
sweepin' up and not even half doin' it when Dr. Kilpatrick sold me, They was 
a old white man in Trinity and his wife died and he didn't have chick or child 
or slave or nothin', Massa sold me cheap, 'cause he didn't want Miss Sara to 
play with no nigger young'un. That old man bought me a big doll and went off 
and left me all day, with the door open. I jus' sot on the floor and played 
with that doll, I used to cry. He'd come home and give me somethin! to eat 
and then go to bed, and I slep' on the foot of the bed with him. I was scart 
all the time in the dark, He never did close the door. 

"Hiss Sara pined and sickened. Massa done what he could, but they 
wasn't no peartness in her. She got sicker and sicker, and massa brung ‘nother 
doctor, He say, "You 1i'l gal is erievin' the life se her body and she sho! 
Gwine die iffen -rou don't do somethin! "bout it.' Miss Sara says over and over, 
"I wants Mary,' Massa say to the doctor, "That a li'l nigger young'un I done 
sold.' The doctor tells him he better git me back iffen he wants to save the 
life of his child. Dr. Kilpatrick has to give a big plenty more to git me back 
than what he sold me for, but Miss Sara plumps up right off ani grows into fine 
health, 

"Then massa marries a rich lady from Mississippi and they has chillun 


fa company to Miss Sara and seem like for a time she forgits me. 
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‘Massa Kilpatrick wasn't no piddlin' man. He was a man of plenty, He 


| had a big house with no more style to it than a crib, but it could room plenty 
peoole. He was a medicine doctor and they was rooms in the second story for 


sick folks what come to lay in. It would take two days to go all over the land 


he omned, He had cattle and stock and sheep and more'n’a hundred slaves and more 


besides, He bought the bes' of niggers near every time the spec'lators come that 


way. He'd make a swap of the old ones and give money for young ones what could 
work, 

"He raised corn and cotton and cane and 'taters and goobers, ‘sides the 
peas and other feedin' for the niggers, I ‘member I helt a hoe handle mighty 
onsteady when they put a old women to larn me and some other chillun to scrape 
the fields, That old woman would be in a frantic,She'd show me and then turn 
"bout to show some other 1i'] nigger, and I'd have the young corn cut clean as 
the grass, She say, 'For the love of Gawd, you better larn it right, or Solomon 
will beat the breath out you body.! Old man Solomon was the nigger driver, 

"Slavery was the worst days was ever seed in the world. They was things 
past tellin', but I got the scars on my old body to show to this day. I seed 
worse than what happened to me. I seed them put the men and women in the stock 
with they hands screwed down through holes in the board and they feets tied 
together and they naked behinds to the world, Solomon the the overseer deat then 
with a big whip and massa look on, The niggers better not stop in the fields 
when they hear thes yellin', They cut the flesh most to the bones andsome they 
was when they taken them out of stock and put them on the beds, they never got 


Up again, 
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"When a nigger died they let his folks come out the fields to see him 


afore he died. They buried him the same day, take a big plank and bust it with 


a ax in the middle ‘nough to bend it back, and put the dead nigger in betwixt it. 
| They'd cart them down to the graveyard on the place and not bury them deep 'nough 
that buzzards wouldn't come circlin' round. Niggers —— now, but in them days 
they wasn't no time for mournin!, 

"The conch shell blowed afore daylight and all hands better git out fo 
roll call or Solomon bust the door down and git them out, It was work hard, 
git beatin's and half fed. They brung the victuals and water to the fields on 
a slide pulled by a old mule. Plenty timss they was only a half barrel water 
and it stale and hot, for all us niggers on the hottes' days. Mostly we ate 
pickled pork and corn bread and peas and beans and 'taters, They never was as 
much as we needed, 

‘The times I hated most was pickin' cotton when the frost was on the 
| bolls. My hends git sore and crack open and bleed, We'd have a 1i'] fire in 
the fields and iffen the ones with tender hands couldn't stand it no longer, we'd 
fun and warm our hands a li'l bit. When I could steal a 'tater, I used to slip 
it in the ashes and when I'd run to the fire I'd take it out and eat it on the sly. 

"In the cabins it was nice and warm. They was built of pine boardin' and 
they was one long rom of them up the hill back of the big house. Near one side 
of the cabins was a fireplace, They'd bring in two, three big logs and put on 
the fire and they'd last near a week, The beds was made out of puncheons fitted 
in holes bored in the wall, and planks laid 'cross them poles, We had tickin' 
‘uattresses filled with corn shucks, Sometimes the men build chairs at night. We 


Aaate know such ‘out havin! nothin', though. 
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"Sometimes massa let niggers have a li'l patch. Thev'd raise 'taters 
or goubers. Thev liked to hnve them to help fill out on the victuals, 'Teters 
roasted in tne eshes was the best tastin! esptin!' I ever hed, I could die better 
satisfied to have jus' one more ‘tater roasted in hot ashes, The niggers had to 
work the patches et night and dig the 'taters and go»obérs at night. Then if they 
wented to sell anv in town they'd have to git - onss to so. They had to go at 
night, 'couse they couldn't ever spare a hand from the fields, 

"Once in a while they'd give us a li'l piece of Sat'day evenin'! to wash out 
clothes in the branch. We hanged them on the ground in the woods to drv. They was 
a phece to wash clothes from the well, but they was so many niggers all couldn't 
git round to it on Sundays, When thev'd git th-ogh with the clothes on Sat'day 
evenin's tne niggers which sold they goobers and 'taters brun. fiddles end guitars 
and come out and play. The others clap they hands end stomp they feet and we 
vountuns cut a step round. I was plenty diggitv end liked to cut a step. 

"Ye was scart of Solomon and his whip, though, and he didn't like frolickin', 
He cidn't like for us nigge:s to prav, either, ‘Te never heared of no church, 
but us have prayin' in the cabins. Weld set on the floor and pray with our heads 
cown low and sing low, but if Solomon heared he'd cone and beat on the wall with 
the stock of his whip. He'd say, ITM come in there and tear the hide off you 
becks," But some the old niggers tell us we got to pray to Gawd that he don't 
toink different of the blecks and the whites, I know that Solomon is burnin! in 
hell today, and it pleasures me to know it. 

"Once my maw and paw taken me and Katherine after night to slip to 'nother 
place to a pravin' and singin’, 4 nigger men with white beard tol d us a day 


af comin't when niggers only be slaves of Gawd. Ye prays for the end of Trib'lation 
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and the end of beatin's and for ehoes that fit our feet. We prayed that us 
niggers could have all we wanted to eat and special for fresh meat. Some the 
old ones say we have to bear all, 'cause that all we can dow Some say they 
was glad to the time they's dead, 'cause they'd sather rot in the ground than 
have the beatin’s, What I hated most was when they'd beat me and I didn't 
know what they beat me for, and I hated them strippin' me naked as the da I 
was born.s 

'When we's comin! back from that prayin', I thunk I heared the 
nigger dogs and somebody on horseback. I say, 'Maw, ite them nigger hounds 
and they'll est us up.' You could hear them old hounds and sluts abavin', 
Maw listens and say, ‘Sho 'nough, them dogs am runnin' and Gewd help us! ' 
Then she and paw talk and they take us to a fence corner and stands us up — 
tgainst the rails and say don't move and if anyone comes near, don't bred he 
loud, Thev wens to the woods, so the hounds chase them and not git us. Me and 
Katherine stand there, holdin! hands, shakin' so we can hardly stand, We hears 
the hounds come nearer, but we don!t move, They goes after paw and maw, but 
they circles round to the cabins and gits in. Maw say its thepower of Gawd, 

"In them days I weared shirts, like ell the young'uns, They had collars 
and comebelow the knees and was split up the sides. That's all we weared in hot 
weather, The men weared jeans and the women gingham, Shoes was the worstes' 
trouble. We weared rough russets when it got cold, and it seem powerful strange 
they'd never git them to fit, Once when I was a young gal, they g& me a new 
Pair and all brass studs in the toes. They was too li'l ‘or me, but I had to 


wear them. The brass trimmin's cut into my ankles and them places got mis'ble 
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pad, I rubs tallow in them sore places and wrops rags round them and my sores 
got worser and worser, The scars are there to tris day, 

"J wasn't sick much, though, Some theniggers hed chills and fever a 
lot, but they hadn't discovered so many diseases then as now, Dr. Kilpatrick 
give sick niggers ipecac and asafoetida ard oil and turpentine and black fever 
pills. 

"They was a cabin called the spinnin’ house and two looms and two 
spinnin' wheels goin' sll the time, and two nigger women sewing all the time, It 
took plenty sewin' to make all the things for a place s9 big. Once massa goes 
to Baton Rouge and brung back a yaller gal dressed in fine stvle, She was a 
seamster nigger. He builis her a house 'way fran the quarters and she done fine 
sewin! for the whites. Us niggers knowed the doctor tovk a bleck woman quick as 
ne Cid 9 white and took anv on his placehe wanted, and he took them often, But 
mostly the chillun born on the place looked like niggers. Aunt Che:mey allus say 
four of hers was masses, but h» didn't give them no mind, But this yeller gal 


breeds so fast and gits a mess of white young'uns. She larnt them fine manners 
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omos out they hair. 

"Onct two of them goes down the hill to the doll house where the Kilpatrick 
chillun am plavin'., Thev wantsto go in the dollhouse and one the Kilpatrick bovs 
sav, 'Tnat's for white chillun,' They say, "We ain't no niggers, ‘cause we ,ot 
the same daddy vou has, end he comes to see us near every dey and fotches us 
clothes and things from tom.! They is fussin' and Missy Kilpatrick is listenin! 


out her chamber window, She heard them white niggers sav, 'He is our daddy 


and we call him daddy when he comes to our house to see our mann. ! 
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"When massa come home that evenin' his wife hardly say nothin’ to him, 


| and he ask her what the matter and she tells him, 'Since vou asks me, I'm studyin' 


in my mind 'bout them white young'uns of that yaller nigger wench from Baton Rouge.' 


| He say, 'Now, honey, I fotches that gal jus! far vou, 'cause she a fine seamster,! 


She say, 'It look kind of funny they got the same kind of hair and eyes as my 
chillun and they got a nose looks like yours,' He say, ‘Honey, vou jus' pavint 
‘tention to talk of 1i'1 chillun that ain't got no — to what they sav.' She 
say, ‘Over in Mississippi I got a home and plenty with my daddy and I got that in 
my mind,! 

“Well, she didn't never iaave and massa bought her a fine, new span of 
surrey hosses. But she don't never have no more chillun and she ain't so cordial 


with the massa. Margaret, that yallow gal, has more white voung'uns, but they 


don't never go down the hill no more to the big house, 


"Aunt Cheyney was jus! out of bed with a sucklin' baby one time, and she 


Tun away. Some say that was "nother baby of massa's breedin', She don't come 


to the house to nurse her baby, so they misses her and 01d Solomon gits the 
nigger hounds and takes her trail. They gits near her and she grabs a limb and 
tries to hist herself in a tree, but them dogs grab her and pull her down, The 
men hollers them onto her, and the dogs tore her naker and et the breasts plumb 
off her body, She go well and lived to be a old woman, but ‘nother woman has to 
suck her baby and she ain't got no sign of breasts no more, 


“They give all the niggers fresh meat on Christmas and a plug tobacco 


all round, The highes' cotton picker gits a suit of clothes and all the women what 


had twins that year gits a outfittin’ of clothes for the twins and a double, warm 


blanket, 
Bee 


ooh 
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"Seems like after I got bigger, I member' more'n more niggers run 

Be wey. Thev's most allus cotched. Massa used to hire out his niggers for wage 
Bionds. One time he haved me and a nigger bov, Turner, to work for some ornery 
Bonite trash neme of Kidd. One day Turner goes off and don't come back, Old man 
Baa say I knowed 'bout it, and he tied my wrists together and stripped me, He 
hanged me by the wrists from a limb on 5 tree and spraddled my legs round the 
runk and tied my feet together. Then he beat me. He heat me worser than I ever 
Been beat before and I faints dead away. When I come to I'm in bed, I didn't 
are so much iffen I died. 

"T didn't know 'bout the passin' of time, wut Miss Sara come to me. Some 
hite folks done <it word to her. Mr, Kidd tries to talk hisself out of it, but 
iss Sara fotches me home when I'm well 'nough to move. Sne took me in a cart 
ind my maw takes care of me, Massa looks me over good and says I?#11 git well, but 
B'n ruins for breedin' chillun. 

"after while I taken a notion to marry and massa and missy marries us 

Bone as all the niggers. They stands inside the house with a broom held crosswise 
mi the door and we stands outside. Missy puts a li'l] wreath on my head they kept 
here and we steps over the broom into the house, Now, that's all they was to 

he marryin', Agter freedom I gits married and has it put in the book by a preacher. 
"One day we was workin! in the fields and hears the conch shell blow, so 

le all goes to the back gate of the big house. Massa em there. He say, ‘Gall the 
oll for every nigger big 'nough to walk, and I wants them to go to the river and 
pit there, They's gwine be a show and I wants ym to see it,' They was a big boat 


Own there, done built up on the sides with boards and holes in the boards and a 


wQon 
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bit gun barrel stickin' through every hole, We ain't never seed nothin’? like 
that, Massa goes up the plank onto the boat and comes out on the boat porch. 
He sav, 'This am.a Yankee boat.' He goes inside and the water wheels starts 
movin' and that boat goes movin’ up the river and ‘ies says it goes to Natches, 

"The boat wasn't more'n out of sight when a big drove of sojers comes 
into town, They say they's Fed'rals, “More'n half theniggers goes off with 
them sojers, but 1 goes on back home 'cause of my old mammy. 

"Next day them Yankees is swarmi,' the place. Some the niggers wants to 
show them somethin', I follows to the woods, The niggers shows them sojers a 
big pit in the ground, bigger'n a big house, It is got wooden doors that lifts 
up, but the top am sodded and grass growin! on it, so you couldn't tell it. 
In that pit is stock, hosses and cows and mules and money and chinaware and silver 
and a mess of stuff them sojers takes, 

"We jus' sot on the place doin' nothin' till the white folks comes home, 
Miss Sara ebuis out to the cabin and say she wants to read a letter to my manny. 
It come from Louis Carter, which is brother to my mammy, and he done follow the 
Fed'rals to Galveston, A white man done write the letter for him. It am tored 
in half and massa done that. The letter say Louis am workin' in Galveston and wants 
hammy to come with us, and he'll pay our way. Miss Sara say massa swear, 'Damn 
Louis Carter, I ain't gwine tell Sallie nothin',' and he starts to tear the 
letter up. But she won't let him, and she reads it ‘5 manny, 

"after a time massa takes all his niggers what wants to Texas with him 
and manny gite to Galveston and dies there. I goes with massa to the Tennessee 


Colony and then to Navasota. Miss Sara marries Mr. T, Coleman and goes to El Paso, 


She wrote and told me to come to her and I allus meant to go, 
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"My husband and me farmed round fa times, and then I done housework 
and cookin' for many years. I come to Dallas ané cooked seven year for one white 
femily. My husband died years ago. I guess Miss Sara been dead these long years. 
I allus kep! my years by Miss Sara's years, ‘count we sg born so close. 

"T been blind and mos' helpless for five year. I'm gittin' mighty en- 
feeblin' and I ain't walked outside the door for a long time back. I sets and 
‘members the times in che world, I 'members now clear as yesterday things I 
forgot for a long time. I 'tmembers 'bout the days of slavery ond I don't ‘lieve 
they ever gwine have slaves no more on this earth, I think Gawd done took that 
burden offen his black chillun and I'm aimin' to praise him for it to his face 


in the days of Glory whet ain't so far off. 


Oe ie Phe ie a 
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WALTER RIMM, 80, was born a slave 
of Captain Hatch, in San Patricio 
County, Texas, After Walter was 
freed, he helped his father farm 
for several years, then worked 
as a cook for fifteen years on 
the King Ranch. He moved to Fort 
Worth and cooked for Mrs. Arthur 
foetz for twenty-five years. He 
lives at 913 HE, Second St., Fort 
Worth, 


"You wants to know 'bout slavery? ‘Yell, I's hed a deal happen ‘sides 
dat, but I's born on Captain Hetch's plantation, 'cross de bay from Corpus 
Christi. He had somewheres near fifty slaves, and mammy told me he buyed her 
in Tennessee and pappy in South Caroline, Massa. Hatch buys and sells niggers 
soue dem days, but he ain't a nigger trader, 

"Dem sales am onething whet make de 'pression on me. I hears de old 
folks whisper 'bout gwine have de sale and 'bout noon dere am a crowd of white 
folks in de front yard and a nigger srader with he slaves, Dey sets up 8 plat- 
form in middle de vard and one white man gits on dat and ‘nother white man 
comes up and has a white woman with him. She 'pears to be ‘bout fifteen vears 
old and has long, black hair down her back. Dey puts her on de platform and 
den I hears a scream, and a woman what look like de gal, cries out, 'I'1l cut 
my throat if my daughter am sold.' De white man goes and talks to her, and 
fin'ly 'lows her to take de young gal away with her. Dat sho' stirs up some 
‘motion mongst de white folks, but dey say det gal neve jus' a li'l nigger 
blood and can be sold for a slave, but she look white as anybody I ever seed. 

"T pulls weeds and runs errands while I's a child. We has some good 
eais but has to steal de best things from de white folks. Dey never give us 
none of them. We has roastin' ears better'n dey cooks dem now, We puts den, 


shucks and all, in de hot ashes, Mammy makes good ashceke, with salt and corn 


meal and bacon grease and flats it out with de hands. 


a 
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'Wassea amd missus took dey goodness by spells like. Sometimes day was hard 
to zit ‘long with and sometimes dey was easy to git ‘long with. I don't know 
de cause, but it am so. De mostest trouble am 'bout de work. Dey wants you to 
work if you can or can't, My pappy have de back mis'ry and many de time I secd 
him crawl to de grist mill, Him am buyed tcause him am de good millhand. He 
tells us his peppy am white, and dat one reason he am de run-awayer. I's scairt 
ell de time, 'cause he run away, I seed him git one whippin' and nothin' I can 
do 'cept stand dere and cry. Dey gits whippin's every time massa feels cross. 
One slave name Bod Love, when massa start to whip him he cuts his throat and 
dives into de river, He am det scairt of a whippin' dat he kilt himself, 


"My pappy wasn't 'fraid of nothin'. He am light cullud from de white 


plood, and he runs away sev'ral times, Dere am big woods all round and we 


3 
: 
at 
: 


sees lots of run-awayers. One old fellow name John been a run-awayer for 

four years and de patterrollers tries all dey tricks, but dey can't cotch him. 
Dey wants him bad, ‘cause it ‘spire other slaves tO run away if he stays a-loose. 
Dey sots de trap for him. Dey knows he like good eats, so dey 'ranges fora 
quiltin' and gives chitlin's and lye hominey. John comes and am inside when de 
patterrollers rides up to de door. Everybody gits quiet and John stands near de 
door, and when dey starts to come in he grabs de shovel full of hot ashes and 


throws dem into de patterrollers faces. He gits through and runs off, hollerin', 


| "Bird in de air! ! 


"One women name Rhodie runs off for long spell. De hounds won't hunt her. 


She steals hot light bread when dev puts it in de window to cool, and lives on 


) dat. She told my mammy how to kcep de hounds from followin’ you is to take 


B black pepper and put it in you socks and run without you shoes. It make de 


-2~ 
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hounds sneeze, 

"One day I's in de woods and meets de nigger runawayer. He comes to 
de cebin and mammy mekes him a becon and egg sandwich and we never seed him 
ie Maybe he done got clear to Mexico, where a lot of de slaves runs to. 

"De first we knows 'bout war amd when some Union ships comes into de 
Bey and shoots at Corpus Christi. When dat shootin’ start, all de folks 
round us takes to de woods and sev'ral am still gone. Dey am shakin’ all 
over, 

"'Bout de third pear of de war massa moves up to Clinton, but he moves 
back, ‘cause he can't make no money dere, Den he have all de quarters move 
up close to de big house, so if we tries to make de run fa it in de night 
he can cotch us. Dat no use, ‘cause de ones what am still with him won't run 
anywey . 

"One day I seed massa settin' on de gal'ry and him face all screw up. 

He says, 'Go git you mammy and evervbody.' I goes a-flyin'. My shirt tail 
don't hit my beck till I tells evervbody. Massa am cryin' and he reads de 
paper and says, 'You is free as lis. iwhat vou gwine do?! Mammy says, ‘We 
aa stavin' right here.' But next mornin' pappy borrows a ox-team to tote 
our stuff away. “e goes ‘bout sixty miles and stays ‘bout six months, den 
takes a place where we can mak: acrop, Den massa tells us we can live on 
de old place without de rent and heve what we can make. So we moves back and 
stays two years. 

"Den we moves sev'ral places and sometimes old missus comes to see us 
and say, ‘Ain't vou shame? De Yankees is feedin' vou,' But dey wasn't, ‘cause 


we was makin! a crop, 


~ See 
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"When I gits up big tnough to hire out, I works for old man King 
on some drives, ‘fore papov and mammy dies of de fever. Den 1 marries Minnie 
Bennett, a light cullud gal, what am kmowed as High Yaller. Her mammy am a 
white woam. She was kidnapped in Kentucky by some white men and dey dyed 
her hair and sxin and brung her to Texas with some slaves for sale. Massa 
ieans, in Corpus, buyed her. She was so small all she ‘membered was her real 
nene was Mary Schlous and her parents am white and she lived in Kentucky. 
Massa deans cOmes in de next momin' and busts out cussin', for dere am black 
dye cll over de pillow and his slave an gettin' blonde, but dem slave traders 
aia gone, so he can't do nothin', 

"He 'cides to keep her and she grows up with de slaves jus’ like she 
am anigger. She gits used to bein! with dem and marries one. She has one 
child 'fore freedom, what em Minnie. She has to run away to git freedom, ‘cause 
assa ueans won't let her have freedom. Lots of slaves has to do dat. 

"Yell, after I marries Minnie, we goas to de famous King Ranch. It 
was only in two sections Jen and I hires as cook on de San Gertrudis section, 
but am sent to de other section, de Fuerta Agua Dulce, and works dere fifteen 
years, 

"Old man King hes plenty trouble in dem days. One time some Mexicans 
comes to srownsville and takes everything as dey goes. Old man King had two 
cannons and when dey has battle dey finishes with one cowboy dead and one Mex- 
ican dead, No cannons was fired, though. He has more troubles with rustlers 
and fellows who dont like de way he's gittin' all de land. Dey tries to kill 


him lots of times, but he fools dem and dies in bed, 


~he 
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"I comes to Fort Worth and cooks, Minnie dies 'fore long of de stomach 
mis'ry. I works for a Missus Goetz and marries Agnes Skelton, what works dere, 
too, de has five chillen and I works dere for twenty-five years, till I goes 
blind, I's allus de big, stout fellow, helpin' somebody, and after I's blind 
I has to 'pend on other people to help me, De white folks sho' been good to 
se since I been in dis shape, and de state sends me $13,00 a month to pay de 
bills with, Dat a big help, but I's bout three, four weeks 'nind now, 

"One old man King's daughters am here and looks me up, and leaves me 
a couple dollars. I gits ‘long some way. 

"T sets here and thinks ‘bout old times. Qne song we use to ging was 
‘Throw de Smokehouse Keys Down de Well.' Dat 'cause dere so many thieves 
in de country everybody have big locikts on de smokehouse if dey 'spects to 


Keep dey meat, 
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MARIAH ROBINSON, born in 
Momroe, Georgia, does not know 
her age, but from certaa facts 


, and her appeararce, is probably 


90 or over. Her master was 
Judge Hill. He gave Mariah to 
his son-in-law, Bob Young, who 
brought her to Texas. She now 
lives in Meridien, Texas. 


: ~~: 


"Its ‘aeited over in Georgia, in dat place call Monroe, 

and mammy was Lizzie Hill, 'cause her massa Jedge Hill. I's homes’, I 
don't know de 'zact date I's borned. Missy Joe, my missy, put de record 
of all ages im de court house for sefe keepin', to keep de Iydiams from 
buraint dem up, and dey's burmt up whem de court house burms. All I knows 
is my younges' sister, what live in Georgia, writ me 'bout a year ago and 
say, ‘Last Thursday I's 81 year old.' Dere is five chillen 'twixt my and 
her age and dere is six chillen younger'n me. Dat de best I can give of 
my age. 

"Jedge Hill's daughter, Miss Josephine, married Dr. Young's SOR, 
what lived im Cartersville, in Georgia, but had done moved to Texas, Den 
ny missy give me to Miss Josephine to come to Texas with her to keep her | 
from de lonely hours and bein' sad so far ‘way from home, We come by reil 
from Monroe to Social Circle and dere boards de boat ‘Sweet Home’, Dere 
was jus' two boats om de line, de 'Sweet Home' and de 'Katie Darling, ' 

| "Us sails down de Atlamtic Ocean to New Orleans, myself and 
my aunt Lonaie and uncle Johns, all with Miss Josephine. Wher us gits to 
New Orleans us ‘rested and put im de trader's office. Us slaves, I mean, 
Dis de way of dat. Our massa, Massa Bob Young, he a cotton buyer and he 


done left Georgia without payia' a cotton debt and dey holds us for dat. 


ole 
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"Hiss Josephine wires back to Georgia to Dr. Young and he come 


/ and git us out. He come walkin! down de street with he goldheaded walkin! 


cone, Us upstairs in de trader's office, I seed him comin' and cries out, 


10, yonder comes Massa Young,' He looks up and shooked he goldheaded walkin! 


. 


stick at me and says, 'Never mind, old boss have you out in a few minutes, ! 

| Den he gits de hack soon as us out and sends us to de port, for to cotch de 
boat. Us gits on dat boat and oe dat evenin', Comin! down de Mississipvi 
‘cross de Gulf us seed no land for days and days and us go through de Gulf of 
Mexico end lands at de port, Galveston, and us sages Waco on de stagecoach. 

"Us lives four vear on Austin St., in Waco, dat four years 'fore 
de war of 1861. Us boarded with Dr, Tinsley and he and Gen'ral Ross was good 
friends. I worked in ea sewin' room doin! work sich as whippin' om laces aad 
rufflin' and tuckin', Den us come to Bosque County right near Meridian, 'cause 
Masse Bob have de ranch dere and de time of de freedom war us lives dere. 

"Us be in de house at night, peepia' out de window or pigeon hole 
and see Indiens comin'., De chief lead in front, Dey wild Comamches. Sometime 
dere 50 or 60 in a bunch and dey did raidin' at night. But I's purty brave and 
oes three mile to Walnut Spring every day to git veg'tables. I rid de donkey. 
Miss Josephine boards all de Bosque Coumty school chillen and us have to git 
€ food. I seed droves of wild turkey and buffaloes and antelopes and deers. 
seed wild cats and coons and bunches of wolves and heered de panthers scream 
ike de woman, 

"Us lived in a log cabin with two chimaeys and a long shed-room and 
Cooked im de kitchen fireplace im de skillet and over and de pot racks, Us 


ade meal on de steel mill and hominy and cheese, I got de prize for spinnin! 


mee 
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and weavin'.I kwitted de stockin's tmt Miss Joe had to drap de stitch / 
for me to turn de heels and toes, 

"Durin' de freedom war Massa Gen'ral Bob. Young cit kilt st de 
lest battle. Dat a Bull Rum battle and he fit under Gen'ral Lee, Dat 
left my missy de war widow and she manmy come live with her and she teached 
in de school, I stays with dem four year after freedom and I's one of de 
family for de board and de clothes, They's good to me and likes to make me 

(de best lookin’ and neatest slave in ¢at place. I had sich as purty starche 
dresses end dey holp me fix de hair nice, 

"Us used de soft, dim candlelight and I make de candle sticks, 
Us have gourd dippers and oak buekets to dip water out de well = us make 
wooden tubs out of stumps and battlin'’ sticks to clean de clothes, 

"I done already met up with Peter Robinson. He's de slave of 
Massa Ridley Robinson what was gwine to California from Alabama, with all he 
Slaves, Massa Robinson git kilt by de Mexican and a white man name Gibb 
Smith gits to owm Peter, He hires him out to a farmer clost by us ranch and 
I gits to meet him and us have de courtship end gits euiens Dat 'fore 
freedom, Us marries by Ceasar Berry, de slave of Massa Buck Berry. Ceasar 
am de cullud preacher, Pete was ‘telligent and "liable and de good mam. He 
Played de fiddle all over de country end I rid horseback with him miles and 
miles to dem dances, 

"Peter could write de plain hand and he gits to haul lumber 
from Weco to make de Bosque County court house. He larns more and gits to 
be de county's fust cullud ‘hes and de fust cullui teacher. He gits 


'pinted to see after de widows im time of war and im de 'coastruction days. 


Fin'ly he 4s sont to Austi n, de capital of Texas, to be rep'sentive. 
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"Pete and me begot ten chillen. My fust chile am borned two 
months ‘fore freedom. after us slaves is freed us hired out for one year 
to git means to go free om. Us held by de committee call 'Free Committee 
Men.' De wages is ten dollars de month to de family. After us ready 
to go for ourselves, my missy am de poor widow and she have only three 
cows and three calves, but she give one of each of dem to Pete and me, 

‘after leavin' Miss Joe us move here and yonder till I gits 
tired of sich. By den us have sev'ral chillen and I chenges from de 
frivol'ty of life to de sincereness,. to shape de dest'ay of de chillens’ 
life. I tells Pete when he comes back from fiddlin’ one night, to 
buy me de home or hitch up and carry me back to Missy Joe, Dat lead him 
to tuy e strip of land in Meridian. He pays ten dollar de acre, ‘We has 
a team of oxem, call Broad and Buck, and we done our farmin! with dem, 
Pete builds me a house, hauls de lumber from Waco. Twict us gits burnt 
out, but buil<s it ‘gain, Us makes de orchard avd sells de fruit. Us 
raises bees and sells de honey and gits cows and chickens and turkeys. 
Pete works good and I puts on my bonnet and welks behind him and draps de 
corn, 

"He gits im orgemizin' de fust cullud church in Meridian, de cullud 
Cumberland Pres'terian Church. Us has ever lived de useful life. I works 
at cookin’ and washin! and ironia', I helps de doctors with de babies, 

"But de dis'bility of age have to come and now I is 'most disabled 
and feels stunted and pov'ty strickem, I'd like to work now, but I isn't 
able, 


heh 
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SUSAN ROSS was born at Magnolia 

Springs, Texas, about 1862, a 

slave of Chester Horm. Her feat- 

ures amd the color of her skin, 

together with a secretive manner, 

would point to Indian blood. She 

lives with a daughter in the east 

part of North Quarters, 2 Negro 

settlement in Jasper, Texas, and 

is still active enough to help 

her daughter in their little cafe, 


"Susan Ross my name and I's born et Magnolia eer durin! 
de war, sometime befo' freedom come, I guess ‘tout 1862. Pappy's 
name Bob Horn and he come from Georgis, and mammy name Hallie Horn, 
and she think she part Indian, but she ain't sho'. Chester Horn 
our massa and he have big plentation at Magnolia Springs, and he 
kep' one big family connection of sleves, Sometime he sold some 
of ‘em and he sold my brother, Jack, end my aunt, too. My other 
brother name Jim and Sam end Aaron and Bill Horn, and my sisters 
neme Mandy and Sarah and Emily. 

"Masse have Li'l houses all oer de plantation for he slaves, 
Messe and he folks punich dey slaves awful hard, and he used to tie 
‘em up and whip 'em, too. Once he told my maamy do somethin' and 
she didu't and he tie and whip her, and I skeert and cry. Mammy ccok 
end work in de field, 

"T jes! ‘member I used to see sojers dress in blue uniforms 
walkin’ all over de country watchin’ how things goin’, Massa want 
one my brothers go to war, but he wouldn't, so I seed him buckle my 
brother down on a log and whip hin with whips, den with hand saws, 
till when he turn him loose vou couldn't tell what he look like, My 
brother lef! but I don't know whether he went to war or nd 


"T 'members when de men was goin' to war, somebody allus 


= 
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cone git 'em. Lots of 'em didn't went to go, but dey has to, 

"Me go to school after us free. “hen my oldes' brother 
hear us is free he give a whoop, run and jump a high fence, and told 
mamay goodbye. Den he grab me up and hug and kiss me and say, ‘Brother 
gone, don't ‘spect vou ever see me no more,' I don't know where he go, 
but I never did see him ‘gain, 

“after freedom, papy and mammy moves off to deyselfs and 
farms, I marry when I's fourteen and de Rev, George H- mds, he per- 
form de ceremony. ‘Ve marry quiet at home and I wore blue dress end my 
hushand gran' black suit. I have four chillen and five gran'chillen, 
Mv busban, he work here and vonder, on de farm and what he kin git. 

"Its de widow now end gits $11,900 pension, but have only git 
it four times. I lives here with my daughter and us make 2 11i'1 in 
dis yere rest'ran’, 

"T never did see bit one ghost, but I sho' see one, I cooxin! 
at de hotel in town and have to git up and go down de railroad track 
to wy work befo! it git light, One mornin’ a great, tal 1 somethin’, tall 
and slender <s a porch post, come walxin' 'long, He step to one side, 
bit he didn't have no feats, I reckon he have a head, bat I couldn't 
see it, As I pass him I didn't say nothin' ond he didn't either. He 
didn't have time to, befo' I broke and run for my life. Dat's de onliest 


ghost I ever see, but I often feel de spirits close by me, 
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ANNIE ROW, 86, was born a 
slave to Mr. Charles Finnelv, 
who owned a plantation in 
Necogdoches %o., neer Rusk, 
Texas, She has lived at 920 


Frenk St., Fort Worth, since 
1933, 


"'T was sho! born in slavery end as near as I knows, I ms! 
te 'bout 86 year old, from what my mamay tells ne. I figgers tnat, causes 
I was old enough to clean de wool when de War sterts and dey didn't gen- 
erally put de chilluns to work 'fore theys ten yeer old. 

"Narster Charley omed mv memay and wy four sisters and two 
brothers but my pappy was owned by Marster John Kluck, and h plece was 
‘bout five mile from Merster “nzrlev's olentation. My pepoy was ‘lowed 
a pass every two weexs tor to come and ese him's family, but him sees us 
more often then that, 'ceuse him sneak off every time him have ce chance. 

"allus cullud folks lived in de cullua quarters, De cabins 
wes built witn logs and dey have no floor. Day have bunks for to sleen 
on and de fireplace. In de summer tine woe! de cullud folxs sleeps out- 
side, and weluns hed to fignt mosquitoes in de nignt and flies in de dey. 


They was flies and then soce more flies, with all dere reletions, in thes 


"De food an mostly cornmec] end 'Lasses end meat thot an weighed 
e 
nutlegd has to lest vou de week, De truth an, Lots cf time wefuns goes 
bunery. Zverythins det em worn and ent wes raised on de niece, ‘cept salt 
and pepner and stuff like thet. Dey raise de cotton and de wheat, amd de 
corn and de cene, 'sides de fruit and sich, and de chickens andi de sheep 


end Ge cows and de hawgs. 
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" De marster has two overseers wnat tends to de work ond 'signs 
eRe Rigger tO do de certain work and keep de order, Shoes was mde by 
@ shoemaker what am also de tanner. Cletn ror de clotnes was made py 
de spluuers and weavers and that wnat they larned me to do. My first 
work was teasirn' de wool. I bets you don't know what teasin' de wool an, 
It az pickin' de burrs and trash and sich out of de wool tor to git it 
ready ror u® carain', 

linea Ree ae treatment, does yous want to know 'bout that? Well, 
‘twarnt good. Wnen dis nigger am five year old, de marster give me te 
him's ben, Mareet Billy. Bhat am luck for me, ‘cause Marsver Billy am 
regl good to me, but Marster Cherley em powerful cruel to hims slaves, 
At de work, him have de overseers drive tem from daviignt 'vil dark, 
and whups 'em for every little tning wnat goes wrong, Wnen dey wiuups 
aey ties de nigger over de barrel and gives so many licks with de rawnide 
woup. I seed siaves what couldn't git up after de whuppin's, Some 
near died ‘cause of ae punishment, 

"Dev never give de cullud folks de pass for to go a-visitin', nor 
‘lows parties on de place. As fer to go to church, shunt that fram yous 
head. Why, wetuns wasn' even ‘lowed to pray. Once my mamay slips off 
to de woods near de house to pray and she prays powerful leud and she am 
heard, and when she cond back, she whupped, 

"My maramy and me not have it so hard, ‘cause sne de cook and I ‘longs 
to Marster Billy. Him won't let 'em whup me itfen he knows 'beut it. But ~ 
one time, when I's 'bout six year, I stumbles and breaks a plate and de missy 


whips me fer Ghat, Here am de scar on my arm from that whuppiar! 
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"after dey has argument dey never whups me when Marster Billy 

‘round. hots of time him say, 'Come here, Bunch,' ~ dey calls me Bunch, 
- Yeause I's portly ~ and him have something good for me to eat, 

"After that, it wasn't long 'fore de War starts and de marster's 
two opys, Billy and John, jines de army.’ I's pewerful grieved and cries two 
days and all de time Marster Billy gone I worries 'beut him gittin' shoot. 
De sahaners comes and goes in de crib and takes all de corn, and makes ny 
mammy cook a2 meal. Marster Charley cuss everything and every ody and us 
watch out and keep out of nis way. After two years him gits a letter from 
Marster Billy end him say him be home seon and tuat Jonn pm kilt. Missy 
starts cryin' and de Marster jumps up and starts cussin' de War and him 
picks up de not poker and sav, 'Free de nigger, will dey? ‘I free dem,! 
And he nit my mammy on de neck and she starts moanin' and cryin! and draps 
to de fleor, Dere 'twas, de Missy a-mernin', my mammy a~meurnin' and de 
marster e-cussin' loud as him can, Him takes de gun offen de rack and 
starts for de field whar de niggers em eapoviiat. My sister and I sees 
that and we'uns starts runnin' and screemin', ‘cause we'uas has brothers 
and sisters in de field, But de good Lawd took e hand in that mess and 
de marster ain't gone far in de field when him draps all of a sudden, De 
death sets on de marster and de niggers comes runnin' to hin, Him can't 
talk or move and dey tete him in de house, De doctor comes and de nex! 
day de marster dies. | 


‘Den Marster Billy comes home and de break up took place with 


freedom for de niggers. Mos' of ‘em left as seon's dey could, 


ode 
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"De missy gits very con'scending after freedom. De women was in de 
spinnin’ house and we'uns 'spects another whuppin' or scoldin', ‘cause that. 
de usual dein's when she comes, She comes in and says, 'Good mernin', womens,' 
and sne never said sicn 'fore, She say sis pay wages te all whet stays and 
hew goed she treat ‘em. But my pappy comes and takes us ever to de Widew 
Perry's land to work for share, 

“after that, de missy found Marster Billy in de shed, dead, witn him 
throat. cut and de razor side him, Dere a piece of paper say he eh care 
for to live, 'cause de nigger free ast dey's all broke up. 

Naeter five years I marries Geerge Summers and we lives in Rusk. Wefuns 
has seven chilluns. ‘He goes end I marries Rufus Jackson and on Saturday 
we marries and on Menday we walks down de street and Rufus accident'ly steps 
en a white man's foot and ce wnite man kills him with a pistel. 

"I warries 'gaim after two years to Charlés Row, Dat nigger, I plum 
quits after one be. Teouse him was too reugh. Him jealous and tote de 
razor with him all de time and sleep with it under him pillow, Shucks, 
him says he carry en dat way ‘cause him likes me, 1 don't want any nigger 
to show his tfectien for me dat way, so I transports myself fren hin, 

"T makes a livin' workin' for de wnite folks 'til four year ago and 
new I lives with my daughter, Minnie Row, Guess I'll live here de balance 


ef my life ~ 'twont be long. 
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GILL RUFFIN, an ex-slave, was born in 

1837 on the Hugh Perry plantation, in 
Harrison County, Texas. He and his 

mother were sold to Charley Butler, in 
Houston County, and about a year before 
the Civil War they were bought by Henry 
Hargrove, who had purchased Gill's fath- 
er from Hugh Perry, Thus the family was 
reunited. Gill now lives two niles south- 
west of Karnack, on State highway No. 42. 


“I was bo'n on the Hugh Perry plantation over near Lee. My 
papa was name Ruben Rutfin and mama's name was Isabella. We was 
sold several times, but allue kep' the name of Ruffin, I was jus* 

a nussin! babe when Marster Perry sold mammy to Marster Butler and 
he carried us to Houston County. Papa was left at the Perry's but 
Marster Hargrove bought him and then ne bought mamy and me. That's 
the first time I 'menber seein’ my papa, but my mama had told me 
"bout him. 

"De first marster I remembe:, marster Butler, lived in a big, 
two-story log nouse with a gallery. The dinves. lived a short piece 
avay in little log cabins. Marster Butler owned lots of land and 
niggers and he sho! believed in makin!’ tem wom, There wasn! no 
loafin' roun' dat white man. Missus name was Sarah and she made ne 
a houseboy when I was small, I allus took de co'n to mill and went 
after things Missus would borrow from de neighbors, She allus made 
me ride a mule, ‘cause de country was full of wild prairie cattle and 
varmints, Missus had a good saddle pony, and I allus rode bdehin' her 


when she went visitin’, 


len 
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"When I growed up Marster Butler took me outta de house and put 
_me to work in de field, We nad an overseer dat sho' made us step. fe 
was used rough durin' slavery time. We lived in log houses with wooden 
‘punks nailed to de walls and nome-made plenk tables and benches, They 
give us one garzont at a time and that had to be slap wore out ‘fore we 
got another. All us niggers went barefoot. Ia wer sen 5 nigger with 
shoes on till after de surrender, 
"We didn' have no gardene and all we et come from de white folks. 
They fed us turnips, greens, and meats and cornbread and plenty of milk, 
We worked every day 'sept Sunday and didn' know any more ‘bout a holiday 
dan climbin' up a tree bdack' ara They never give us money, and we hit 
d6 field by sunmup and stayed dere till sundown. The niggers was whipped 
with a ridin! quirt, 
"The woods was full of runaways and I heered them houn's a runnin! 
‘em like deer many a time, and heered dat whip when they's caught. He'd 
tie 'em to a tree with a line and nearly kill 'em. On rainy days we was 
in de crib shuckin' corn, and he never let us have parties, Sometimes we 
went fishin' or huntin' on Sat'day afternoon, but that wasn' often. 
"NYarster Butler was shot. He run a store on the place and one day 
a white boy was pilferin’ roun' and he slap him, De boy goes hone and tell 
his pappy and nis pappy kill Marster Butler, So me and my mamy was sold to 
Marster Hargrove, who owned my pappy. That was freedom to me, ‘cause Marster 


4 


Henry didn' cuff his niggers roun', I worked roun' dehouse mostly, and fixin! 
oN 


harness and tuggies and wagons, 
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"I never knew but one nigger to run away trom Marster Hargrave. 
He slip off and goes to Shreveport. That was Peter Going. Marster missed 
him and he goes to fin' him. When he fin's him in Shreveport, he say, 
‘Come on, Peter, you knowed what you was doin! and you's goin' to pay for 
it.' Marster tied him hehin' de buggy and trots de hosses all way back 
home, Then he ties Peter to a tree and makes him stay dere all night with 
nothin' to eat. Peter, nor none of the res! ot the niggers didn' ever try 
to run off after that. 

"T don' ‘member much "bout de war. 1 see tha infantry one time 
over thar close to where Karnack is. I was sittin' on a mule when they pass. 
All they say is, 'Bette> git on home, nigger.' 

"“arster lef! for de war but didn! stay long. He wouldn' tell us 
niggers we was free after surrender and we worked on the plantation more'n a 
year after that. 

"after I lef’ the Hargroves I lived with my pappy and mammy till 
I married Iucinda Greer and we raised two boys and two girls to be grown 
and married, They all dead now, and since my wife died, about & years ago, 


I live here with Will Jones, my grandson. 
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MARTIN RUFYIN, 83, was bern o 
slave ef Josh Perry, near 014 
Pert Cadde, @n Caddo Lake. He 
stayed with his master until 
1876, then lived with his parents 
on the farm until 1880, He then 
meved te Marshall, Texas, were 
he eeeked for hotels and cafes 
, . until 1932, Since he has been 

unable te werk, the Red Cross 
has helped him, and he drows a 
$12.00 monthly eld aye pension, - 


"Its bern right here in Harrisen County, on Josh Perry's plantation, 
what was right near Port Cadde, on the lake. .I was only eleven year 214 
when the niggers was freed, 


“Will Ruffin was my daddy and he come frem Nerth Cer'lins, Memny 


was Gynthia and was bern in Texas. 1 wasn't big ensugh te tete water ta 


the field when war started, tut I driv up the cows snd calves and helped 
tend massa's chillen. 

"Yassa Perry had mere'n a éecugad acres in nis place and so aany 
niggers it leeked like a little een: The niggers lived in rough houses, 
‘couse they s9 many he had to make fem live mest anyway. 

"The crewed slaves et cornbread and becom ond ‘lssses and milk, 
cat ati the chillen got was milk ond bread and a little ‘lasses, Masse 
nave fifteen er twenty women carding and weaving and spinning mest &L1 
the time, Zaeh nigger hed nie task and che ehillen gataecred berries in 
the weeds ts acke dyes fer eletnes, Us wore wai waite lewell eletaes, 
thengh. They was she’ thick and heavy. | 

"The everscer wae naned Charley and there was wie driver %* 


see everyene done ais task, If he didn't, they fixed hin up. 


Ex~slave Steries Page Twe 
(Texas) 


Them what fed the steck get up at three and the everseer would tap a bell se 
many times te make "em git up. The rest got up at feur and werked till goed 
dark, They'd give us a bundred lashes fer not deing sur task, The sverseer- 
put five men on yeu; ene en each hand, ene en sean fest, and ene t9 held | 
yeur head dewn te the.greund. Yeu ceuldn't de anything tut wiggle. The 
bleed weuld fly 'fere they wes threugh with you, 

"When I's a li'l fellow, I seed niggers Steal in the field, Seme- 
times they'd take 'em behind the bis cern crib and fix tem up. 

"Slaves seld fer $250 te $1,500. Semetimes they swapped ‘em and had 
te give 'beet.! The ‘best! was allus cash, -_ 

"Sam Jenes preached ta us and read the Bible. He teld alten ee de and 
preached Heli-fire and jedgment like the wnat cain Us had service at eur 
eburch when éne of us died and was havea in our ew eageverdi a = | 

"The ee in the field when Chey Won feeling geod and : 
wasn't seart ef eld shave Semetime they'd slack up en that hee and eld massa 
heller, ‘Its wabehin® Geass The hands say, (Wis: wah, us sees se tee.' Then 
they y brightened up: en that hee. ep 7 

"Cern shuckings was a big eccasien them days and massa give all the 
hands a. quart whiskey gpiece. They'd drink whiskey, get happy and make mere 
neise then a little, but better net git drunk, We'd danee all night when the 
cern shuckin' was ever. | 

"I heared the cannens rumbling at Mansfield all threugh the night 
dur ing the war. It was dark and aeeky all reund eur penne frem the war, 


i steed. there on meets Perry's piace ait meee seldiers earry © ae: reader, 
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and meat and barrels ef fleur te take te war. 
"Massa didn't tell us we was free fer three or four days after freeden. 

Then he said, "Yeu is free; doen't leave, Itll pay you.' The niggers didn't 
knew what he meant a6 first, then semeene say, ‘We is free ~-ne mere whippings 
and beatings.' Yeu eught to see 'em jump and clap their hands and pep them 
heels, 

My daddy and mammy left and went te a farm to werk fer theyselves, 
but I stayed till I was near 'beut grewed. Then I stayed with daddy and manny 
and then ceme te Marshall. Weeds was mestly here then. I ceoked all reund 
tewn fer 'beut fifty years. I didn't marry till I's ferty-twe. I was werking 
at the Capitel Hetel f2$15,0O0 a week, Rube Witt, a cullud Baptist preacher, mar- 
ried me and Lula Dewns and us raises five chillen. 

Wy wife is dead and I ain't been able to werk fer five years. The relief 


and the Red Cress carried me till I get my pensien and I's she! thankful te git 


that $12.00 a month, 


sane 
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FLORENCE RUIFINS was born of ex~ 
Slave parents in DeKalb, Texas. 
She talks of spirits, ghosts and 
spelis, reciting incidents told 
her by her father and mother, who 
were supposed to have the “power 
and the spirit." She lives with 
a dmaghter at 1020 W, Weatherford 
St., Fort Worth, Texas. 


"Does I believe in de ghosties? I sho’ does snd tells yous why 
I knows dere am ghosties, First, I's hear and see dem and lots of other 
folks I's talked to has. Den my pappy and my mammy both could see dea, 
end dey has special powers, dut dey was good powers, Dey has no use for 
de evil spells all all sich. . 

"In de old days 'fore surrender de cullud folks talks ‘bout ghosties 
and hants, but since edumcation an for de cullud folks, some of dem lLarns 
to say spirit, ‘stead of ghost. Now dey has de church dat say de preacher 
kin bring de ghost - but dey calls it de spirit - to de meetin’ and talk 
with ‘em. Dat am de spiritualist-tism church. 

"T'g tellin’ you de things I hears my manny and pappy tell, and some 
I's seed for myself What I seed, I kin be de witness for and what my 
mammy and pa py says, I kin be de witness for dat, 'cause I's not gwine 
Lie 'bout what de dead people says. 

"Dere am only one way to best de ghost and it am call de Lawd and 
he will banish ‘em. Some folks don't know how to best *em, so day gits 
tan'lized dad. Dere a man call’ Everson, and he been de slave. De ghost 
come and tell him to go dig in de graveyard for de pot of gold, and to go 
by himself, But he an 'fraid of de gravemard and didn't go. So de ghost 


ipears ‘gain, but dat man don't go till de ghost come de third time, So 
he goes, but he takes two other man with him. 


ale 


Ex=slave Stories | ¢ 
(Texas) nate. Fe aco 


“Bverson digs ‘bout five feet, where ag ghost tolt him to, and 
he spade hit de iron box, He prises de cover off and dat box om full of 
de gold coins, fives and tens and twenties, gold money, a whole bushel 
in dat box. He hollées to de two man and dey comes runnin', but by de 
time dey gits dere, de box am sunk and all they can see is de hole where 
it go down, Dey digs and digs, but it ein't no use. If him hadn't taken 
de men with him, him be rich, but de ghost didn't want den other men dere, 

"In dat dere same country, dere am a fara what sho! em hanted, 
Many famlies tries to live in dat house, but am forced to move, It am 
sposed de niggers what de cruel massa on dat fara kilt in slave tines, 
comes back to tan'lize, Le ghosties comes in de night and walks back 
and forth 'crogss de yard, and dey can see ‘em as plain as day. Dere am 
nobvedy what will stay on dat farn, 

"My papoy am comin' home on de hogs one night and he feel like 
someone on dat hoss behin' him. He turn and kin see something. He say, 
‘What for you gits on my hoss?', but dere am no answer, He tries to touch 
dat thing, but he pass his hand right through it and he know it a gnost, and 
Pappy hops off dat hoss and am on de ground runnin' quicker dan greased 
lightning. Pappy sees dat hoss, with de hant on him, gwine through de 
woods like de deer. 
"Right here in dis house, a person dis and dey spirit tan'lise 
at night, It come after we goes to bed and patters on de floor with de 
bare feet and rattles de paper. Dat sho' git me all a-quiverment. I has, 


to get de Bible and call de Lawd to banish dem. But I seet de shadow of 


dat ghost often and it am a man ghost and it look sad, 


9380686 


shine Fr REO TOD 


” 420036 on 
: | EX-SLAVE STORIES Page One 
Bie? (Texas) 

| 

a 


AAROW RUSSEL, 82, was born 

slave of William Patrick, who 

owned Aaron's parents, a huniired 

other slaves, and a large plan- 

tation in Ouachita Parish, niar 

Monroe, Louisiana. Asron eaiatas 
d ed with the Patrick family until 

he was 26, then moved to Texis. 

He farmed all his life, until old 

age forced him to stop work. He 7 ee 

then moved to a suburb of Fort 

Worth, to be near his children, 
7A j 


"Massa William Patrick give my mammy de statement. It say I's 
borneé in 1855 and dat make me 82 year old. Messe Patrick, he own de big 
plantation clost to Monroe, over in Louisiana. | Dat de big place, with 
over a bunerd niggers. | : 

“When de war start I's 'bout six year old, but I has de good 


mem'ry of dem times. Massa have no chillen so nobody goes from dat place, 


_ Dut Lots de neighbor boys us knows goes to de army. 


‘At first everything go good after war start, but de last end am 


not so geod. De trouble am de Yanks come and takes de rations from massa. 
Dey taxes corm and meat and kilt several hawgs and takes two yearlin's. 


Dat sao! make masse mad, Him git so mad him cri. If massa hadn't ‘spect 
| 6 


sich and hide de rations, us sho! suffer, but back of de cotton field massa 


é 


_done have us dig de pit. In de pit us put de hay and lay de rations in 


dere, eich as corn and smoke! meat and 'taters., De Yanks don't find dat 


stuff." v @ what de sojers takes make it nip and tuck to git dy. 


" aa ws niger ‘cited when de sojers te de rations. De older 


ones wariks | to fight dem Yanks. Dere!d been troyble iffen massa didn't 


say to dem. to keep ‘way. All us like ne treat us fine, and us_ 


willin' reat for him, | eg 
| -i- a 
| 
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"De sojers come back after dat and use one massa's buildin's for 
headquarters, for long time. Dat befo! de battle at Vicksburg. At first 
us young'uns scart of dem, but after while us play with them, after de 
Vicksburg battls dey goes off and us sorry, 'cause dey treat us with candy 
and things. But massa glad git shet of dem. 

"Us young'uns have de fun with de old niggers. Massa know and sho! 
have de good laugh. I'll tell vou 'bout it: 

"'Twas disaway. De old niggers scart of hants, Us young'uns takes 
de long rawhide string and maxes de tick-tack on de cabin roof where Tom 
and Mandy 'livin'. I climbs de tree 'bout 50 foot high back de cabin and 
holds de string. It go thump on de roof, 'bout darktime. Tom and Mandy 
settin' in dere, talkin' with some folks, Us keep thumpin' de tick-tack. 
Tom say, ‘What dat on de roof?! Dey stops talkin'. I thumps it 'gain. 
Mandy say, 'Gosh for mighty! What am it?! One niggerssay, 'De hants, it 
de hants,' and dem cullud folks come aay from dere right now. I hears de 
massa laugh for to split de sides. And Tom and Mandy, dey wouldn't stay in 
de cabin dat night, no, sar, dey sleeps in de yard. 

"De bell ring tfore daylight and de work start. When de cullud 
wifes starts out in de mornin' it like de army, Some goes to de fields, some 


to de spinhin', some to de shoeshop, and so on, De hours am long, but massa 


< 


am good. No overseer, but de leader for each crew. 
"T tmember when Massa call us and say, 'You's free,' Us didn't 
‘lieve him at first. He say he put each fam' ly on de piece of land and us 


work it on shares, Him have lots of married couples on he place. I knows 


most plantations de cullud folks treated like cattle, but massa different. 
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Him have de reg'lations. If dey wants to marry dey asks him and dey has de 
cer'mony, what am step over de broom laid on de floor. 

"My pappy stay with massa and farm on sey I stays till I's 26 
year old and den gits de piece of land for myself. Us gits "long good, ‘cause 
us stay on massa's place and he 'structs us what to do. He say to stay out 
of de mess and keep workin', For long time us never leave de place, after de 
war, ‘cause of trouble gwine on. Tere am times it wasn't safe for no cullud 
person to go off de plantation. Some foolish niggers what listen to some 
foolish white folks gits de wrong 'structions. Dey comes to think dey can 
run de white folks. Now, when dey starts sich, 'course de white folks don't 
‘low sich. Some of dem stubborn niggers hes to be edumacated by de Ku Klux 

: Klen. Det am de tough edumecation and some dem niggers never gits over de 
lesson, Dem dat do never forgit it! 

"T never hears dat any cullud folks gits de land offen dere massa. I 
heared some old cvllud folks say dey told it to be sich. Sho', de igno'mus 
fools think de gov'ment gwine take land from de massas and give it to dem! 
Massa Patrick tell us all ‘bout sich. Like niggers votin'. I's been asked 
to vote but I knows it wasn't for de good. What does I know 'bout votin'? 

So I follows massa's ‘structions and stays 'way from sich, If de cullud folks 
“ean do de readin' end knows what dev do, maybe it all right for dem to vote. 
_ De way 'twas after surrender, 'twas foolishment for niggers to try votin! 
and run de gov'ment. I wants to go some other place iffen day do, De young'uns 
now gittin' edumacated and iffen dey larn de right way, den dey have right to 
vote, I dus! farms and makes de livin' for my family. My first wife dies in | 


1896 end I marries in 1907 to Elsie Johnson, She hese with me, 
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"My life after freedom ain't so bad, ! cept de last few years. 
Times lately Tis wish I's back with de massa, 'cause I has plenty rations 
dere, It hard to be hongry and dat I's been many times lately. I's old 
now and can't work much, so dere 'tis, TI has to ‘pend on my chillen and dey 
have de hard time, too. I don't know what wrong, I guess de Lewd punish 


de £6lks for somethin'., I jus! have trust till he call me to Jedgment, 


eeeng 
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PETER RYAS, about 77 years old, 
was born a slave of Volsant four- 
net, in St. Martinville Parish, 
Louisiana. He speaks 2 French 
sy patois more fluently than Eng- 
SS lish. Peter work-d at the refin- 
ae eries in Port Arthus for sixteen 
years but ill health forced him 
to stop work and he lives on what 
odd jobs he and his wife can pick 


up. 


"I's borned 'bout 1860, I guess, in a li'l cypress timber house 
in de quarters section of de Fournet Plantation. Yat in St.Martinville 
Parish, over in Louisiana, Dem 1i'l houses good end tight, with two 
big rooms. Two families live in one house, ley 'bout ten houses, 

"li'sieu Volsant Fournet, ne my old massa and he wife name 
liissus Porine. Dey have sight chillen and de baby boy name Brian, Him 
and ne, us grow up togedder, Us allus play togedder, He been dead three 
year now and nere I is still. 

"All dem in my family am field workers. I too li'l to work. My 
mama name Annie and paps. name Alred, I have oldes' brudder, dat Gebriel, 
and ‘nother brudder name “arice, and two sisters, Harriet and Amy. 

"Old massa's house have big six or eight room, Galleries front 
and back, Us cullud chillen never go in ‘e big house much, 

"Old massa he done feed good, Coosh-coosh with ‘lasses, Dat my 
favorite dem day, Dat maxe with meal and water and salt. Dey stir it in 
big pot. Sometine dey kill beef. Us have beef head and neck and guts 
cook with gravy and spread on top coosh-coosh. Dat good food. 

"Down on Vermilion Bayou am alligators, Dey fish snd snakes, too, 
Taste like fish. Jes! skin hide off alli- 


Us eat alligator tail steak. 


gator teil. Slice it into steak, Fry it in meal and hawg fat. Dat like 


es 
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gar fish, Sometime sit lamper eel. Nev hard to cotch, Perches and catfish 
and mudcat east to cetch, Tater bird, too, D.ck and crane, Crane like fish. 
Us taxe BORD go ‘long bayou, find nesties in sedge grass, 

"Old massa allus good. He ‘Low papa and some to have li'l patch round 
dey door, Dev eat “hat dey raise. Some sells it, Papa raise pu.zpkin ana 
watermelon, He have plenty bee-gum with bees, After freedom he make money 
awiile, He sell de honey from dem dees. 

"Dat plantation full cotton and corm. Us chillen sleep in de cotton- 
nouse. It be so soft, In a- quarters houses chillen didn't have no bed, Dey 
slept on tow sack on de floor, Dat way dem cotton piles felt so soft, 

"Wlassa heve special place in woo’s “here he have meanes! niggers whip. 
He never ship much, but wartime comin! on. Some de Gv owed ones runs away 
to dem Yankees, He nave to whip some den. He heve stocxs to put dev neck 
in when ne snip Cem. Massa never chain he slaves, I seed talkin! parrots, 
Massa didn't have one, but other massas did, Dat parrot talx, He tell wnen 
de nigger run eway or when ne not work, 

"Us white folxs all Catholic. Us not go to cimrch, but 2°11 chillen 
christen, ‘Dat in St. Martinville Catholic Church. All us christen dere, 
After freedom I start go to church reg'lar, I still does, 

"Dey ain't give us pants till us ten vea> old. In winter or sumer 
as wore long, split tail shirt. Us never even think of shoes, After I's 
twelve papa buy my first peir shoes, “ey have diamond brass piece on toe, 

I so 'fraid dey wear out I won't wear dem, 

"De war goin! on, Us see sojers all de time. Us hide in bresh 

and play snipe at dem. All ‘e white folks in town gang up. Dey send dere 


slaves out on Cypress Island. Dey do dat try keep Yankee sojers from 


mon 
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find dem, It ain't no use, Dem Yankee find dat bridge wnat lead from 
mainland to island, Dey cous “eposs dat bridge. Dey find us all. Dem 

woite folxs call deyselves hidin' us but dey ain't do so 5588: Dey guard 

dat bridge. But some de niggers dey slip off de Island. Dey jine de Yankees. 

"Dey plenty alligators in dat bayou. Sometime I wonder if dem 
nigg-rs wnat try go through swamp ever git to Yankees. Dem alligators 
brutal. I 'member black gal call Ellen, she washin!' clothes in bayou. 

Dev wash clothes with big rocks den. Jey have wooden paddle with hole 

and beat clothes on rocks. Dis gel down in “e draw by herself. She washin! 
clothes. Bi, alligator had dug nole in side de bank. He come out and snap 
her arm off jes' 'bove elbow, She scream. Men folks run down and killed 
alligator. Us chillen wouldn't watch out for alligator. Us play in li'l 
flat, bateaux and swing on wild grapevine over water, I done see snakes. 
Dev look big 'nough swallow two li'l niggers one bite. Dey alligator tur- 
tles, too. If dev smap you, vou can't git loose less you cut dey neck slap 
off. I kill lots dem. 

"Dey old mens on plantation what they think which mens. Dey say 
could put bad mouth on vou, You dry up end die 'fore you tine. Dey take 
your strengt'. Make vou. walk on knees and hands, Some folks carry silver 
‘money ‘round neck. Keep off dat bed mouth. 

"Old massa oldes' son, Gabriel, he Colonel in wear. He and old massa 
both Colonels. Lots sojers pass our place. Dev go to fight. Dem with green 


caps was white folks. Den with blue caps was Yankees, Us hear guns from hosts 


and cannons. 


after war over massa come home, Dey no law dem time. Things tore up. 
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Dey put marshal in to make laws. Some folks cell him Progo(provost) Marshal. 
He come 'round. See how us doin', Maxe white folks 'low niggers go free. 
But us stey with massa a year, Dey finish crop so everyoody heve to eat, 
"Den us papa nove to Edmond LeB’anc farn. fork on shares, Second 
move to Cade place, run by Hdger DeBliew. J+s' railros:d station, no town. 
I sneve cane for money, 
"Tt 1867 or 1877 yellow fever strike, People die like dem flies, 
Dat fever pay no 'tention to skin color, white folks go. Black folks «0. 
Dey cie so fast dev pile dem in wagons. Bey pay mens $10.00 to go inside 
nouse and carry dem out to wagon. Lots niggers mazes $10,00, Dat fever 
strike cuick. Hen come see me one mornin! He all right, Dat man dead 
‘fore dark, It bad sicimess. It sev'ral years sfter dat dey have smallpox 
sickness. It bad, too. 
tall us stay 'round farm till I's 22 year. I never go to school. 
In 1882 I marry Viney Ballieo. She Baptist. I marry in Baptist church. 
Cullud preacher. Never sig preachers 'round dere. Allus white priests. 
Viney die and ell us four chillen dead now. I merry Edna LeBlank in 1917. 
"I git dissatisfy with farmin' in 1911. I come to Lake Charles. 


To. Port Arthur nex! veer. I work st refinery sixteen year. I too old now. 


Us git what work us can. J<s' from dere to here. 


eT reer. 
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. JOSEPHINE RYLES, known to the 

“ty colored people ss "Mema Honey", 
was born a slave of James Sultry, 
Galveston insurance agent. She 
does not know her age. She lives 
in Galveston, Texas, 


"Ws 


Sho, I'm Josephine Kyles, only everyone ‘round here calls 

me "Moma Honerr! and I 'most forgot my name till you says it right den. 
Honey, I'll be glad to tell vou all I ‘member ‘bout slavery, but it 
ain't much, for my mind ain't so good no nore, Sometimes I can't 
‘member nothin! a-tall, I%m too s1€. I don't know how old, but me 
and dat Gulf got here "bout de same time, I reckon, 

"T'm horned in Galveston and James Sultry ows my mother and 
sne de only slave wiet he heve, He have a kind of big house on Church 
St and my mother done de housework and cookin’ till she sold in de 
country, I wishes vou could've talked to her, she knowed all 'bout 
slavery, and she come fron Nashville to Mobile and den to Texas. Her 
nome Mery Alexander and my dacdy's nome Matt Williems and Ir. Schwoebel 
own him. 

"Den us sold.to Mr. Snow whet Livein Polk county. Us gits sold 
right here in Galveston without gwine no piece, my mother and me and my 
li'l vrother. My daddy couldén's go with us and I ain't never seed him 
'ysin, Mr. Snow Lliveout in de country and have a big plece end a lot of 
field hands and us live in cabins. | 
Nyiv mother wes de eook for de white folks and my li'l brotier, 


Cherlie Evans, was de water toter in de fields, He brung water in de 


bucket and give de hands e« drink. 
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"Plenty times de niggers run ‘way, 'cause dey have to work 
awful hard and de sun awful hot. Dey hides in de ¥oeds.‘ana Mr. Snow 
keep nigger dogs to hunt 'em with. Dem.dogs have big ears and dey so 
bad I never fools 'round dem. Mr. Snow take of dere chains to git de 
scent of de nigger and dey kep' on till dey finds him, and sometimes 
deg hurt him. I kmows dey tore de meat off one dem field hands. 

My mother used to send me and my Desthies out in de woods for 
de blackberry roots and she make medicine out of dem, You jes! take 
de few draps at de time, Den she takes de cornmeal and brown it and 
make coffee out of it. 

"T didn't pay much 'tention to dat war till Mr. Snow says us 
free and den us go to Galveston and she git work cookin' and I stays 
with her, 


"T can't tell you much. My mind jes’ ain't no more good 


no more, 


*RERE 


